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Author's Notes: 


For anyone reading from the Crue Fandom-welcome to my little world. 


This may seem a little confusing at first but may | suggest a read of Saturday Nights/Sunday Mornings/New 


Beginnings for explanations. Or hit me up and | will point you in the right direction for chapter references. 


For my lovely readers in the Jovi Fandom-indulge me just a little in this part of the series. Someone on A03 


mentioned that they'd like to see Thanksgiving from Nikki and Tommy's POV with Storm. 
That got us thinking about the short stories but working backwards..into the echo. 
Please enjoy.. 
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Thanksgiving 
Rosie's Bar 
Jon and Richie's Loft 


Chapter 26 - New Beginnings 


"Stormy..come on, bubba," Nikki crooned to his daughter as he followed her around the loft. "H's time to get 
dressed." 


"Nol 


"But look at this pretty pink dress," he held the graduated pink ball of froth up in the air. "Its so pretty. You'll 
be the prettiest little girl at the party.’ 


Since she'd learned to walk, Storm had become as slippery as an eel. Just when Nikki thought he could reach 


out and scoop her up, she became mercury-like and slid out from his reach. 

"Nol" 

"Tommy!" Nikki yelled, hoping that he'd hurry out of the shower and help corral their daughter. 
"Oooh!" she coved, finding yet another of the kids books and swiped through the pages roughly. 
"What's up, Nik," Tommy asked, toweling his hair dry. 


"Firstly, you might wanna put some pants on," he chuckled. "But then..can you try and convince Storm to get 
dressed?" 


"They're up on the bed," he shrugged, wrapping the towel around his slim waist. "Besides..you know how | feel 
about clothes, babe." 


| do and normally | appreciate the sight of your bare ass..and other body parts," Nikki sighed, straightening up 
and resting his hands on his hips, "but we have no clue if those are one-way windows and how many people 
can see in. | mean they're floor to ceiling," he walked over to one and looked out, "anyone down there in the car 


park is gonna be able to see up into them." 

"You think Richie and lil Jonny are into having their own peep-shows?" Tommy asked eagerly. 

"My little street rat never said no to anything slightly kinky before Jonny came along," Nikki smirked. Tommy 
knew all about his past with Richie as he knew about Tommy's. Not that there had been too many others 
before Nikki. "Maybe if Stormy sees you get dressed, she'll want to do the same." 


"Yeah..good idea," he nodded. "Gimme a minute." He swung himself like a monkey over the child gate at the 
bottom of the stairs, his long legs easily clearing it, and took the stairs two at a time. 


"Hey, bubba," Tommy called from upstairs. Both Storm and Nikki looked up and Nikki groaned at his partner. 


"How about you get dressed like me, huh?" 


Tommy was standing on a dresser or some piece of furniture, stark naked with his pants in his hands as he 


teetered close to the edge of the mezzanine floor. 

"Daddy!" Storm squealed and ran for the stairs, wanting to join him. 

"For fuck sake, babe," Nikki growled. "| said get dressed, not kill yourself in front of her. Get the fuck down!" 
"Spoil sport," Tommy said with a quick grin as he jumped down beside the bed. 

Nikki stealthily crept up behind Storm and almost had his hands on her when she slipped free again 
"Goddamn it, Storm," Nikki swore under his breath as Storm giggled happily as she escaped. 


"C'mon Stormy," Tommy said as he trotted down the stairs, before leaping over the gate again, his clothes in 
his hands. "Just sit still for once, huh?" 


"No!" their little girl giggled and took off again, having great fun as her fathers chased her around the loft. 
Every time they got close, she squealed in delight, dodging and weaving as she raced around the new 


environment. 


Through the galley kitchen she ran, as Tommy attempted to get his long legs into his pants and he and Nikki 
tried to thwart her escape. 


"Storm," Nikki called. Her little face popped out from behind the sofa. "If you come and get dressed..l'll.l'll find 
something for a snack,” he walked over to the fridge and pulled it open, hoping for some stroke of gerius to be 
sitting pride of place on the top shelf with a halo of light and angelic music emanating from the treat. Nothing. 
Only bottled water. 


What the fuck do they eat in this place, he thought to himself. 

He slammed the door closed and started rummaging through tins and unopened boxes in the cupboards until he 
found a box of cereal. He looked at the box of flakes with healthy shit in it and mentally eye-rolled at his 
street rat, remembering all the goodies Richie used to stash in his apartment. He shook the pack, in hopes that 
the noise would at least interest her. "You want some of this cereal, Storm?" 


"Ooh," she cooed. "Me?" she said, holding her hands up as she moved closer. 


"Slowly does it, Nik," Tommy murmured. "Nice and slowly..you don't want to frighten her off” 


"You're making our daughter sound like some wild animal!" 

"Judging by today," Tommy countered, "I'm starting to think she is!" 

Nikki thought he was on to a winner when Storm started to toddle over, grinning widely at Tommy as he 
squatted down lower showing Storm the packet. "Leave it to the Master, Tommy," he said, feeling chuffed with 
himself. "Look, bubba.look at all those yummy..gag..bran flakes." 


"Yuck! No!" Storm exclaimed once she'd figured out that there was nothing of interest in the picture on the 
pack before taking off again, racing through a surprised Tommy's legs and back to the pile of toys and books. 


"The master, huh, babe?" Tommy queried, wryly. 
"Well, who the fuck eats this shit anyway?!" He stood, tossing the box back into the cupboard in disgust. 


"You go that way, Nik," Tommy suggested, pointing to his left, "and I'll go that way. Hopefully we can corral her 
in the middle. Just act like nothing's happening and keep talking just like this." 


Tommy inched around the kitchen bench as Nikki moved closer to Storm. When they got within reaching 
distance, Nikki mouthed off the countdown. 


One..two..three! 


Both Nikki and Tommy lunged for Storm but only succeeded in smashing their heads together as the dark- 
haired bolt of quicksilver shot out from within their grasp. 


"Fuck!" 
"Ow..shitl" 


They both stood from the tangled heap on the floor, rubbing their heads and shoulders where they'd collided. 


Nikki staggered to the couch and flopped down with a disgruntled sigh. His arm went over his eyes as his head 
fell to the cushions behind him. He felt the seat beside him shift, knowing that Tommy had joined him. 


They sat in silence as Storm, living up to her name, created havoc with the toys. 


"Nik?" Tommy spoke softly, "What's up, babe?" He curled up under Nikki's arm and rested his head on Nikki's 
chest. 


Its stupid.don't worry about it," Nikki replied, hoarsely. 


"Nothing's stupid when its coming from you," he said. "Spill it. | promise | won't laugh." 


Nikki sighed and dropped his arm over Tommy's back. "I just wanted everything to go to plan To show that we 


can do it too..you know..be successful parents and shit." 


"Who says we aren't?" Tommy looked up at him. "Everyone's different, babe. Stop putting yourself 


down.because you're including me in that statement too, don't forget" 
"| did, didn't |? Sorry about that." 


"Storm's just exploring the new place and the different toys and whatnot," his dark-haired lover offered. "She's 
happy and she's fine and who cares if she's dressed or not." 


Nikki barked out a laugh and cast an eye over Tommy. He'd only managed to get his pants on but they were 
still undone, leaving Nikki with a tantalizing view of his cock, nestled in its dark nest of hair. He growled deep in 
his chest and pulled Tommy onto his lap. "Says the man who would walk around bare-assed naked all day, if he 


could." 


"And you don't do it enough, Nik-Nak," he replied, as he unbuttoned Nikki's shirt and pushed it off his shoulders 
as best as he could before he bent to nibble on Nikki's neck. 


Nikki sighed and dropped his head to his shoulder as Tommy teased. He slid his hands up Tommy's arms, over 
his shoulders and down his slim but muscular back, eventually slipping his hands into the back of Tommy's 


Jeans. 


Tommy moved from Nikki's neck to his jaw, nipping and licking, covering Nikki's face with soft kisses until their 


mouths met. 


As they lost themselves in their kisses, neither men had noticed that their daughter had stopped playing and 
had shed herself of her clothes, leaving only her diaper. Finding the pink dress lying on the coffee table, 
forgotten, Storm picked it up and managed to pull it over her head, bunching the frothy skirt around her neck 
and climbed up onto the sofa. 


"Daddy Nik-Nak! Daddy Tom-Tom. Me dressed!" she exclaimed, bouncing on the cushions beside her fathers. 
"Party now?" she pointed to the loft door. 


Nikki and Tommy broke from their kiss in surprise, to see Storm beside them. "Well, fuck me..," Nikki grinned. 
‘Later tonight, babe," Tommy said with a wink before scooping Storm up in his arms as he sat on Nikki's lap. 
"Look at you, Stormy, all dressed like a good girl," he praised as between the two men, they managed to get 


her arms inside the dress. 


"Go now?" Storm asked, still sandwiched between them both. The music had started below their feet and the 


hum of voices was just audible beneath it. 


‘Soon, bubba," Tommy said. "Daddy Nikki needs to shower and you need your diaper changed." 


"Kay," she said, squirming out of their arms and laying on the couch, legs up as though she was getting 


changed. 


"Like father, like daughter," Nikki laughed and pushed Tommy from his lap. He bent to kiss them both before 
shrugging out of his shirt and laying it over Storm which made her giggle. "You change her and I'll have a quick 


shower," he said, feeling a lot more relaxed and in control now. 
By the time Nikki had showered and dressed, they could hear the party in full swing below. 

"Let's do this," Tommy grinned at Nikki and pulled the door to the stairs open 

"Yay! Party!" Storm cried excitedly, jumping on the spot before being scooped up by Nikki. Tommy closed the 
loft door behind the small family and led the way downstairs, opening the door separating the loft from the 


bar to allow Nikki to carry Stormy through ahead of him. 


Scanning the noisy crowd they looked for familiar faces until eventually Nikki spotted Jon staring at them 
dumbfoundedly. Nikki smiled and waved before he turned to speak to Tommy. 


"Over by the main door, Tommy," Nikki directed his lover. "There's Lover Boy..with his mouth hanging open like 


he's ready for someone's dick" 

Tommy also looked at Jon and gave him a big smile and wave, snorting in amusement at Nikki's comment. As 
they watched Jon spoke briefly to the small group he was standing with before moving rapidly through the 
bar towards them. 

"Tommy! Nikki! Man, it's good to see you both," he said, shaking their hands, "but who's this?” 


‘Jonny.sorry we're late," Nikki apologised. "Storm was living up to her name about getting dressed, however.” 


"Richie said you had a surprise," Jon said. "Wow..you and Tommy are dads, huh? That's awesome! She's 


beautiful, too." 
"Thanks, Jon," Tommy said, proudly, settling Storm on his hip. 


After Jon had welcomed them into the party and got drinks, he led them through the bar introducing them to 
so many people that it made Nikki's head swim. His Street Rat and Lover Boy sure knew a lot of people. 


Nikki was a little hesitant when Jon and Richie's mothers offered to watch Storm for them. They barely knew 
him, why would someone do that, he wondered. It wouldn't happen out in LA, that's for sure. Maybe he and 


Tommy would have to start increasing their circle of friends and family. 


The night proved very entertaining with plenty of people willing to stop and talk and tell tales about Richie and 
Jon even before his Street Rat got on stage. It was heartening to see how much he'd grown as a performer, 


especially when he was recounting Jon's story. What really blew Nikki's mind was the song Jon performed. 


Simple yet heartfelt. If Richie didn't do something with that.he'd be a fool. 


Storm was having the time of her little life with Richie's daughter, racing around the place, dancing in front of 
the stage until exhaustion caught up with both girls after the show. He and Tommy spent the next couple of 
hours alternating nursing a sleepy Storm until Tommy indicated that they should leave to go upstairs. 


They said their goodbyes as they left and Richie offered to walk them upstairs as they talked about getting 
together the next day at their place so the girls could play some more. With plans made, Richie closed the 
door on his way out leaving the three of them in relative peace. Settling Storm into Lia's travel cot set up 
beside the bed, Nikki and Tommy shed their own clothes and crawled into the unfamiliar bed, curling up 


together to share sweet kisses until sleep took over. 


END 


Stormy Days 

Author's Notes: 

Welcome to Storm's adoption backstory. 

This slots in post Chapter 4 of New Beginnings. 


** TRIGGER WARNINGS ** 


This chapter involves: Drug Use, Domestic Violence, implied rape/non-con and minor character death. 
Please let me know if you're enjoying this backward trip in time from Nikki's world. 
I'm trying hard to keep them as vignettes to make them easy. 
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There was a knock at the door early one evening. Tommy was reading the papers, standing in the kitchen as 


Nikki worked on the books for his club. 


"Who could that be?" Nikki asked, pushing his glasses down his nose as though he could see through to the 
front door. Whoever it was, they were persistent with the doorbell being rung at the same time as the 
pounding. 


"Dunno..but I'll get it," Tommy said "You need to get those books sorted for the accountant,” he reminded Nikki 
on his way past, ruffling his hair. 


"I know, | know..," he grumbled, his bad mood only assuaged by the sight of his lover in the tightest pair of 
pants he owned, accentuating his slim hips and ass, not to mention his sizable dick clearly outlined in the soft 
denim. 


"Tommy!" Nikki heard Athena's anguished cry from the front of the house. 


"Athena! What are you doing here?" Tommy asked. "What's wrong? Why are you crying? Is it mom and dad?" 


Nikki could hear the panic in Tommy's voice so he went to investigate. 


He found brother and sister holding each other in an embrace as Athena sobbed, with the door wide open. Nikki 
shivered slightly at the cool breeze and closed the door. 


"Tommy?" Nikki queried but only received a shrug in response. 


"Bring her inside, babe," Nikki said. "I'll make some coffee." 


Nikki walked back into the living room a short while later with a cup of coffee, heavily laced with some Jack 
Dariels. "Did you drive here, kiddo?" he asked Tommy's sister as he thrust the cup into her hands. 


Athena nodded and took a sip, wrinkling her nose at the taste. She was sitting on the sofa beside Tommy, who 
was rubbing his hand soothingly across her back 


"You'll be staying here tonight, after drinking that," Nikki said, watching her take a healthy swallow of the hot 
liquid. 


"Thena..tell us what's happened," Tommy coaxed his sister. "Maybe we can help." 
Athena took another gulp of her coffee before looking up at her brother. 


"Nobody can," she forced out. "It's Kimberley.she's.." her voice faltered again 


we 


Kimberley was Athena's best friend. The two girls met when they attended the same middle school and, despite 
being almost total opposites, struck up an unlikely friendship. Whereas Athena was bubbly and outgoing Kim 
was rather shy and reserved, but somehow their different personalities complement each other. They had 
graduated from high school together and although they took different career routes they had remained 
lifelong friends and contidants. 


While they were at different universities and post-study, without Athena's constant companionship, Kim had 
retreated into her shell. She had her own tiny apartment and was comfortable and safe, but rather lonely. 


Then, two years previously, Kim's life had seemingly changed for the better when she met Dan. He worked in 
the banking sector and owned a house in the next suburb over from West Covina. The two had quickly become 
friends and lovers before Dan had proposed on Christmas day. A few months later Kim gave up her apartment 


and moved in with Dan. 
Kim had thought her world was perfect.until things simply fell apart one day. 


Dan started coming home late from work and at first, Kim had believed his excuses, but as time went on she 
found it harder and harder. When she finally confronted him, Dan lost his temper and threw Kim across the 
room, leaving her in shock and pain before storming from the house, slamming the door behind him. In a panic, 


Kim phoned the only person she knew would help her. 


Athena drove to Kimberley's place, finding her still in the corner, shaking from shock. Bundling her friend up, 
Athena took Kimberley back to her own home that night and held her friend while Kimberley told her sorry 


tale. 


The next day Dan had appeared after bombarding Kim with multiple phone calls to talk to her, wanting to know 
where she was. Eventually, she crumbled under the onslaught and told Dan where she was. It wasn't long 

before he showed up at the door, full of remorse. He begged Kim to return home with him and promised that 
he would never hit her again. Kimberley had agreed but told him that if there ever was another time, it would 


be the last. 
For the next few weeks, things went back to normal, but the worst was yet to come. 


The first instance came when Kimberley was at the store buying groceries and was forced to return the 
items when she found that her grocery allowance was missing and she only had enough smaller notes and 
change for a few basic items. When she got home, Dan yelled at her for being so stupid as to have spent all 
the money he gave her. When she argued that she hadn't spent it, he grabbed her by the hair and forced her 
into the kitchen to cook his dinner. He reduced her food allowance after that and forced her to beg or worse, 


suck him off for more money. 

Then, when Kim was gathering the laundry to do one Saturday, she found a small square of tinfoil in Dan's 
work clothes. She looked at it curiously but slipped it into her own pocket, needing to get the laundry started 
before he got home from the gym, expecting lunch to be on the table. 


He came home, earlier than Kim was expecting and went straight into their bedroom, rifling around for his 


pants. 

"Where are my pants, Kimberley?!" he yelled. 

"They're in the wash," she explained, only to have him backhand her across the face. 

"What the fuck did you do that for?" he yelled, pushing past her roughly and sprinted for the washer, yanking 
the lid open and pulling out his sodden trousers. "Fuck!" he yelled and fished into the wet pockets. 
"C'mon.c'mon.where is it?" 

He stalked back to her after being unable to locate the item and yanked her to her feet. "Where is it?" 
"What? What are you looking for?" she cried, holding her face. 


"There was a package in my pocket," he spat out. "Where is it?" 


"No package, Danny," she snivelled, reaching into her pocket, "only this." She held the square of tinfoil in her 
trembling hand. 


Dan snatched it away and left the apartment as quickly as he'd arrived. She didn't see him for the rest of the 


weekend and when someone asked her about her swollen face at work that week, she brushed it off with an 


excuse about her own clumsiness and running into the door frame while carrying something large enough that 
she couldn't see. 


There were times when Dan was normal and loving, showering Kimberley with gifts and praise, making love to 
her every night. But they were becoming fewer and far more infrequent as his descent into drugs became 


even more evident. 


She started feeling ill in the mornings soon after, only just racing to the bathroom in time to throw up into 
the toilet bowl. She brushed it off as just the stomach flu and thought nothing about it until Kim realised that 
she had skipped her period for two months. 


After taking a pregnancy test, Kim excitedly broke the news to Dan that night, thinking that a baby would 
make things right again, only for him to accuse Kimberley of having an affair and demanding to know who the 
father was. He shook her until her teeth rattled and dragged her through the apartment to the bedroom. He 
pulled her clothes from the hangers and threw them at her, dumping all the contents of her drawers onto the 


bed. 


"Bitch, you've got five minutes to get out of my sight," he screamed in her face before slapping her hard. 
"And don't even think about naming me on that bastard's birth certificate. Do you hear me? Get the fuck 
outta my sight, fucking cheating whore." 


"But my-," Kim started to protest, shaking like a leaf but wrapping her arms around her belly, protecting the 
new life within her. 


He gripped her by the hair and dragged her back through the apartment to the front door and tossed her 
outside. "You took too long, bitch!", the door slamming behind her, the sounds of the locks being thrown echoed 
against the small foyer. 


Kim, in a state of shock, sat weeping on the steps as she tried to figure out what went wrong and how to fix 
it. Their neighbour's door cracked open, held firm by the chain behind it, before it closed enough to release the 
chain and her elderly neighbour, having seen Kim sitting on the step, came out and stood in front of her. 


"Come inside, dear," the older woman said, kindly. "You'll be safe with me until you can sort something out.” 
The neighbour took Kim into her apartment and made a sugary tea to counteract the shock, and tended to her 
injuries as Kim recounted her whole sorry tale. The neighbour tutted and shook her head, having heard all the 
commotion coming from across the hall for quite some time now. 

She informed Kim that she would be making a complaint to the building supervisor first thing in the morning. 
Kim pleaded to leave it for one more day so that she could come back tomorrow while Dan was at work, to 


get her belongings. 


"Do you have someone to call, dear?" the neighbour asked. 


‘Its too late for my Mom," Kimberley said. "l- | don't have a lot of friends. Only..Athena. I'll ring her and see if 


she can come for me." 

Athena came and rescued Kimberley, whisking her away to her apartment and to safety. After Athena had 
settled Kim in her guest room and waited beside her until she was asleep, Athena snuck out to the other room 
and called her brother. 


"Tommy, | need a favour," she asked and filled him in on what had happened. 


"No fucker hits a woman!" Tommy growled and agreed to meet at Athena's tomorrow to make a list of 


Kimberley's belongings. 
The next morning, Tommy arrived with Nikki and two of their clubs' largest bouncers. 
"Going a trifle overboard there, big brother?" Athena queried. 


"They were my idea," Nikki said. "If that fucker is using, which it sounds like he is, then we don't know what 


he's capable of 

l- | don't want to put you to any trouble," Kimberley said, wringing her hands nervously, 
"No trouble at all, babe," Nikki smiled. "You're as good as family. We look after family 
"Nikki's gonna stay here with you, while we go get your stuff.” Tommy said 

"HI go with you, Tommy," Athena said 


"No! | don't want you getting hurt if anything goes wrong," he replied. "You stay here with Nikki and Kim." After 


a few more moments of bickering between the siblings, Tommy left with the bouncers. 


While they were gone, Nikki and Athena helped Kimberley make a plan of action for the future in regards to 
accommodation and doctor's visits. Athena offered Kim the option to stay with her for as long as she wanted 


to until she got back on her feet. 


When Athena had graduated from business school she joined the family business and, as her father grew 
older, she had taken on much of the travelling involved in maintaining their success. It meant that more often 


than not her rather large apartment was empty and she was happy for the company of her dear friend. 
we 


For the last couple of months, the two friends had been busy preparing for the arrival of Kim's baby, but now 
it seemed that their peaceful existence had been rudely interrupted. 


"Kim?!" Tommy jumped up almost without being aware he'd moved. "What happened? Did Dan come back? Did he 
hurt her again? What's that cock-sucking fucker done now?" Tommy paced back and forth as the unpleasant 
memories resurfaced. Tommy had a soft spot for Kimberley, having known her for so long, considering her 


equal to Athena 
"Tommy, please calm down," Athena held out her hands to her brother. "Let me explain" 


Nikki strode over, stopped Tommy pacing and pushed him back into the seat he had recently vacated, before 
perching on the armrest next to him and gently rubbing his back to soothe him. 


"Its not Dan. Not this time." Athena sighed. "It's worse than that" 

"What can be worse than that asshole?" Nikki asked. 

Athena took another gulp of her now-cooling coffee before explaining. 

"lve just dropped Kim off at her mother's place. She needs her Mom tonight more than ever," she said. 

"You know how I've been going to her doctor's appointments when | can? Well.last week the ultrasound showed 
up an abnormality. They took blood and everything, right there and then, just to be on the safe side the doctor 
said." 

Athena swiped at the tears that had started again as she continued. "She got called back sooner than 
anticipated. They found the abnormality to be ovarian cancer. She has to make the decision whether to start 
treatment with the probability of losing the baby, in other words, have an abortion, or wait for treatment..and 
possibly lose her life." 


"Surely they can start treatment without harming the baby?" Tommy asked. 


"Normally, yes. If it had been caught in time," Athena replied. "But its too far gone. Stage 3. It also runs in her 
family. Her grandmother died of it, too." 


"Fuck!" Tommy groaned, leaning heavily against Nikki. Both men had grown fond of Athena's friend in the ensuing 
months of her being kicked out by her ex. 


"What's she going to do, Theeny?" Nikki asked, his hand still rubbing Tommy's back and shoulder. 


"| don't know, Nik," she replied, looking at him with tear-filled eyes. "She was very quiet on the ride home. But | 
know she loves that baby and would do anything for it. She found out the sex too, did | mention that little 
piece of good news? It's a little girl" Saying those words made Athena cry a little harder while her brother and 
Nikki processed all the information she'd given them tonight. 


"Goddamn it!" Nikki swore. "Why does all the shit happen to the innocent ones?" 


"Knowing Kimberley," Athena said, "I think she will choose to fight for the baby's life..and if she can fight for 
her own after that... Well, let's hope that she'll have enough time for the treatment to work." 


Over the next weeks and the countless doctor and specialist visits, Kimberley had let it be known, and against 
all medical advice, that she was forgoing treatment to save the life of her daughter. She even chose a name 


for her; Storm Kimberley. She wanted to give little Storm something to always remember her by, in case 


things didn't work out for the better. 


Athena, Tommy and Nikki had become Kim's support system along with her mother, making sure she always 
made the medical appointments, ate regularly as well as having the emotional support she needed. 


Then one day Athena was asked to travel for work. She tried to get out of it, not wanting to leave Kimberley 
alone in the apartment with too much time on her hands to think. It was Nikki that suggested that Kimberley 


move in with them while Athena was away. 


"We've got the spare room," he said, "so it makes perfect sense. Also, one of us can be home at all hours of 


the day or night, if we work our schedules right.” 


"l agree with Nikki, Theeny," Tommy said. "We've been talking, too. She can stay here until the baby comes and 


while she's having treatment afterwards." 
"Why don't you both come for dinner tonight,” Nikki offered. "That way we can talk everything out.” 
That night as planned, Athena and Kimberley came for dinner. Kim still looked healthy, her skin was a little 


sallow and the dark circles gave it away that something was going on, but her rounded belly made up for 


those. 

The four talked well into the evening with Kimberley dropping some news of her own after dessert. 

‘I've made a decision and I've spoken with Mom about it too," Kim said. "Athena, you're like my sister and | love 
you so very much for being there for me these past few months. | don't know what | would have done if you 
hadn't rescued me that night. Probably walked right back in that door and got another beating. You, Tommy 


and Nikki," she smiled over at the men, "have become my family." 


"Which is why I've chosen you," Kim shifted to face Athena and took her hands in her own. "I want you to 
adopt Storm when she comes along..if | don't make it through." 


"Kim! Butoh my god..," Athena gasped in shock. "But your Mom? Shouldn't she have Storm?" 


"Mom is a high risk from this fucking disease, too," Kimberley said, starting to choke up. "She doesn't want to 
die and leave Storm as well. It was her that made the suggestion of adoption in the first place. She would still 


like full access to Storm, however." 


‘Oh, Kimberley," Athena said, rising from the table and walking to the window to look out into the darkness. She 
turned back to her friend, kneeling in front of her and said, "Firstly, | love you too. You're the sister | always 
wished | had.and that Tommy could never be. And | am so very honoured that you chose me to take care of 
your daughter, but.." Athena swiped away tears that threatened to fall, "I don't think | can. My work.my work 


is just going to become more and more involved and I'll be travelling so much. l- | couldn't do that to her..or to 


you." 


"We'll take her," Tommy said after watching his sister's heartbreaking decision. 


"Wait! Babe.what?!" Nikki yelped in surprise. "W- We.no..we cant! I-I'm sure we can talk your Mom into taking 
Storm, Kim. | mean.fuck, Tommy..we're two guys! What do we know about babies.it's not like we can have 


them." 


"Nikki, baby," Tommy turned to his dark-haired lover, "if Richie and Jon can do it.we can, too! If this is our 


chance to make a real difference to someone's life, then let it be Storm's." 


"Tommy..." Nikki sighed, his heart lurching at the hope in Tommy's eyes. "Can.can we have a few days t-to at 
least talk it over?" 


His heart was racing unbelievably fast and his head spinning. It was one thing to offer Kim a place to stay..but 
to adopt her baby was a completely different ball-game. It was so typical of his tender-hearted lover to jump 
in blindly with the offer. 


On the other hand.maybe Tommy was right. If his little Street Rat and his Loverboy could do it.why couldn't 


they?! No, it was ludicrous..wasn't it?! 


God! Why was he thinking like this? The authorities were never going to give a same-sex couple that owned 
nightclubs..fuck! There was that comparison to Richie and Jon again. He groaned out loud as he sat heavily on 


Tommy's lap. "l-I dunno, Tommy." Nikki said softly, scanning his lover's face. 


"Athena, take me home so these two can talk?" Kimberley asked her friend, who was crying silently. 
“Tommy..it's a generous offer and | thank you from the bottom of my heart.but if Nikki isn't ready then | 


don't want to be responsible for causing something catastrophic to your relationship." 


‘lm sure a good adoption agency can find my baby the perfect family," Kim continued, rising from the table 
with help from Athena, "Maybe they'll let me be in the interviews..you know, to meet who Storm will end up 
with." 


Nikki groaned to himself as flashes of Jon's story passed through his thoughts. He was suddenly cast from his 
spot on Tommy's lap as Tommy stood suddenly to hold Kimberley steady whilst Athena gathered their things 
together before taking their leave. 


Kimberley hugged Tommy goodbye then did the same to Nikki, whispering into his hair. "Don't feel obliged to 
take Storm, Nikki.but | think you'd both be wonderful dads. I'll be in touch." She kissed his cheek and left with 
Athena, Nikki touched his cheek as he watched the women in his life walk toward the car and pull away into 
the night. 


In typical style, Nikki and Tommy started talking about Tommy's impetuousness, which turned into heated 
arguing about the pros and cons of parenthood mixing with their lifestyles and jobs. The discussions lasted well 
into the night until Tommy led Nikki to bed, hoping to bring Nikki out of his bad mood and to repair any hurt 


their argument may have caused. 
They lay together in the aftermath of their make up session, with Tommy's long limbs wrapped around Nikki 
as though his life depended on it. Nikki sifted his fingers through Tommy's long dark hair in silence, both of 


them floating in a satiated delirium. 


As Nikki's mind drifted in and out of focus, he stilled when a flash of himself and Tommy crossed his mind's 
eye. 

They were eating breakfast, laughing and smiling, with a little girl in a highchair between them. A sudden sense 
of warmth flooded over him; warmth and peace. He suddenly knew, with every fibre of his being, that he 
wanted that! He wanted that sense of peace and family. 


He wanted that with Tommy..and with Storm. 


Sure, they had both had their fun with the drug scene within the clubs, but it had started to lose its appeal 
recently. This could be the catalyst for the change in his life that he had been unknowingly looking for. 


Nikki entwined his fingers with those that were idly tracing his tattoos on his stomach and kissed the top of 


Tommy's hair. "Do you know how much | love you, Tom-Tom?" Nikki murmured. 

Nikki felt Tommy huff out a warm breath against his skin. "I got a fair idea, just now," Tommy replied and took 
Nikki's nipple piercing between his teeth, pulling on the silver ring gently. "I love you, too, Nikki. You know | hate 
it when we fight" 

Nikki hummed in agreeance as their fingers danced together. Then, "Tommy?" 

"Yeah, babe?" 

‘I'm not gonna fight with you anymore,” Nikki said. 


Tommy scoffed, "Until next time." 


"No..babe, I'm not gonna fight with you anymore..about Storm," Nikki said. He felt Tommy's confusion roll off 


him in waves before he froze when realisation kicked in. Nikki smiled down at his lover when Tommy turned his 


hopeful face up to his. 
"You mean..?" Tommy asked. 


"Uh-huh," Nikki nodded, which caused Tommy to whoop with joy and smother Nikki with excited kisses, leading 


to another round of vigorous, playful sex. 


The next morning, they both drove around to Athena's apartment to break the good news to an overjoyed and 
relieved Kimberley and Athena before stopping in at the Bass household to break the news to Tommy and 
Athena's parents. 


His father was hesitant at first but his mother was overcome with the thought of her boy becoming a 
father. It didn't take long for Tommy to break down his father's concerns and defences before Mrs Bass was 
digging out the number of a lawyer that specialised in private adoption cases and making an appointment for 


them. 


For the next few months their lives were ruled by appointments; doctors, lawyers, psych evaluations, staffing 
at their clubs and all the while they were slowly watching Kimberley lose her life as she was selflessly giving 
life to the child growing within her. Kimberley had moved in with Nikki and Tommy while Athena travelled and, 


between them all, had made the decision that she should stay there for as long as she was able to. 


The meeting between Kimberley's mom and her hosts was fraught with worry on both sides but Kim made 
the solid argument that if her mom wanted to be a part of her granddaughter's life then they all had to get 


along. It also helped that the senior Bass' were there also. 


It also forced Nikki to think of his own parents back East. He hadn't spoken to them in years but having all this 
family-time happening around him was making him itch uncomfortably. He and his mom had never had the best 


of relationships as he was growing up. 


Deanna was always too busy finding her next boyfriend to worry about what her son was up to. His 
father ..well, Nikki knew his father by name only and would probably pass him in the street without knowing. 
Nikki thought hard about contacting Deanna and had even mentioned it to the psychologist one day. The shrink 


had recommended ringing his mom to at least let her know that she was about to become a grandmother. 


It all became too much. He felt as though he wanted to bust out of this skin that was almost being forced 
upon him. He was tired of having to behave responsibly, so one evening Nikki took himself off to the club and 
had a night of freedom where he answered to no one. He scrawled a brief note to Tommy and Kim before 


slipping out of the house and into his car. 


Nikki drove himself into the nightclub district and pulled his car into his space at Sixxty4. Instead of going in 
through the back entrance, he walked around to the front and was greeted like a conquering hero returning 


from battle. 


He'd been away too long these past few months and it felt good to be stroked, physically and egotistically, by 
the customers waiting outside not to mention the hot and sweaty bodies inside the club. The heady aromas of 
sweat, pheromones and alcohol soothed his frazzled mind as the thump thump thump of the music buffeted his 
body. Scantily dressed women, all well known at the club, slithered over him as he moved through the crowd, 
equally forward men openly groping him through his skin-tight leathers. He let himself be lost in the moving 
sea of humanity. 


He staggered back into his home the next morning just as Kimberley was coming from her room. It was the 
look of disappointment in her eyes that brought his euphoria crashing down around him. He mumbled a hasty 
apology, dropping his keys into the bowl by the door and attempting to hang his jacket up several times before 
just leaving it lying on the floor beneath the rack. 


"Nikki," Kim sighed. "Where have you been all night? Tommy was worried about you.! was worried about you." 


"| leff a note," he slurred with a shrug, stumbling toward the kitchen. He opened the cabinet and dragged out 
the opened bottle of whiskey and took a hefty slug of it. "I don’ need to answer to any- hic anyone." 


"Not at the moment," Kimberley said, "but you will very soon” 
"Don hafta remind me," Nikki mumbled. "Juss wanted a lil fun!" 


"And what are you going to do next time you want a little fun, Nikki?" Kimberley asked, sadly. "Leave Storm 
with Tommy and run off to fuck, drink and snort your way through the night again?" 


"I didn't fuck anyone!" Nikki spat back, rounding on Kimberley, feeling completely ashamed of himself when he 
saw the flare of terror flash through her eyes. Fuck! he thought to himself. He didn't mean to scare her. 
'Kim-," he started to say, reaching for her but the way she shrank in on herself just made him angrier with 
himself. 


"Nikkil" Tommy yelled from the doorway. "Back the fuck off!" 


Nikki dragged his eyes from the scared woman to his lover and saw that Tommy's anger had reached critical 
mass. Growling in frustration and anger at himself, he stepped back from Kimberley and pushed past Tommy in 
a rush, just making it to the bathroom in time to hunch over the toilet bowl, purging himself of the night's 
activities and, hopefully, the guilt at what he'd done. He showered, scrubbing himself raw before crawling into 


the bed he shared with Tommy and fell into a fitful sleep. 
He woke late that night, having slept over twelve hours, thirsty and hungry and feeling extremely contrite 
about his behaviour. He lay in the dark for a long while, listening to the television playing in the living room and 


soft conversation between his partner and Kimberley. 


With a heavy sigh, he rose from the bed and emptied his painful bladder before pulling on a pair of shorts and 


made his way out to face the music. He grabbed a bottle of water and a coke from the fridge and shuffled 


into the lounge room. 


Kim was propped up in the corner of their couch with a blanket over her despite the warm evening. She and 
Tommy were watching some nonsense on the television and didn't see him walk in until he touched Tommy's 
shoulder. "Hey..can you shut that off for a moment, babe? | want to speak with you both," Nikki said, aware of 


Kimberley's eyes on him now. 


Tommy hit the button on the remote as Nikki walked around the sofa and sat on the coffee table in front of 
them. He dragged his fingers through his mane of hair and sighed. 


‘I've been an asshole. | was starting to feel hemmed in and the responsibility was hanging around my neck like a 
noose. | needed to bust out a little." 


Nikki slowly raised his eyes to his lover. "Babe, | promise you | didn't fuck around on you. There is no one on 
this earth that | want more than you. Yes, | did some blow and a molly that was left in the office but that 


was it. | promise you." 
Tommy was silent, the worst kind of Tommy in Nikki's mind. It meant that he was truly pissed off at Nikki. 
"So where the fuck were you all goddamn fucking night, Nikki?” Tommy asked, shooting Nikki a baleful look. 


Nikki hung his head, shoulders drooping. "l-I didn't want to come home until I'd come down so | got drunk to 


counter the drugs." 


"The question should be..did you enjoy yourself, Nikki?" Kim asked softly, still curled in the corner of the sofa 
as though she was still trying to get away from him like earlier, in the kitchen. 


Nikki sighed, still staring at the floor, chewing on his bottom lip for a moment before answering. "l-1 wanted to! 
| wanted to be the badass that | used to be. To have that small cosmos at my fingertips to do with whatever 


| wanted, in my power, To do." 


He slowly drew his eyes up and looked firstly at Tommy, then Kimberley and continued, "But. didn't. After a 
while, | just felt..numb..and ashamed. | wanted to come back home. Fuck me if | didn't want to come home in the 


middle of my fucking high and just curl up with you both as we have been.but | knew | couldn't” 


"| couldn't because of the reputation | have there." Nikki heard Tommy scoff to himself, "which | don't give a 
shit about anymore." He slowly shifted from where he sat and knelt on the floor in front of Kim, as though 
pleading for her understanding. "But mainly because | didn't want to see the terror in your eyes, Kim, if | came 


home high. | fucked that up anyway. | didn't mean to scare you, Kim. Can you please forgive this stupid fuck?" 


Tommy spoke up first. "We've been talking while you've been drunk-ass sleeping. Kim wants to add a clause to 


the adoption papers..and I've agreed to it." 


Nikki swivelled his eyes back to Kim as she spoke. "I want to make it a legal requirement that you don't use or 
deal drugs while you're parents to my daughter. If you're found to be using or dealing, then she will be taken 
from you and placed into another adoptive family. After what you've just told us, Nikki, | don't think this will be 


a major hurdle anymore. Do you?" 
"Whatever you want, sweetheart, if it means that you'll forgive me," Nikki said. 


"We'll talk in the morning. I'm very tired now," Kimberley said, her energy flagging considerably in the past few 
minutes while they'd been talking. "Will you help me to my bed, Nikki?" 


‘Of course," he said, standing as Tommy pulled the blanket out of the way. Nikki stood and scooped Kimberley 
up into his arms way too easily for his liking, despite only being weeks away from giving birth. He carried her 


to her room and made sure she was comfortable. She was asleep before he'd even reached the bedroom door. 


Turning, after closing Kimberley's door, Nikki saw Tommy standing, waiting for him. The television had been 
switched off as well as the lights. 


"Tommy, baby, l-," Nikki started. 


"Shut it, Sixx," he growled. "Get back into the bedroom. Kim's given you her terms and conditions. Now it's my 


turn. Im not so easily swayed." 

**5ix Months Later ** 

Storm was crying, looking for her mother, as she crawled over to the door that used to lead to Kimberley. 
"What do we do?" Tommy asked as he shucked out of his suit jacket, throwing it over the back of the sofa 
"Try to distract her, | guess," Nikki replied sadly. 


It was the evening after Kimberley's funeral and he and Tommy were feeling the loss keenly tonight. They'd 
grown extremely fond of Kimberley while she had lived with them. She was a beautiful and funny soul that had 
hung on to life for as long as she could after she'd brought Storm into the world. She'd passed peacefully in 
her sleep with her mother, her five-month-old daughter, Athena, Nikki and Tommy at her side. 


Kim's wake had been at her mother's place with just a few family friends, Tommy's parents, Athena and 
themselves and Storm, who was the brightest spot on an otherwise dark and sombre day. While Kim had been 
staying with Tommy and Nikki, her mother, Susan, had been a regular visitor and had helped care for her 
daughter during those long days. 


Kim's oncologist had run all new tests in conjunction with her obstetrician throughout her pregnancy but, sadly, 
found that the cancer had spread significantly in the last few weeks before Storm was due. It had been too 


late to offer any treatment and they could now only provide pain relief. 


When Storm had come along, Susan had been a godsend teaching Tommy and Nikki all the things they needed to 


know about caring for a newborn as Kimberley was now too weak to leave her bed. 


Tommy had fallen into fatherhood with ease and had no problem holding such a tiny little baby. Nikki, however, 
had backed off initially but once Tommy had sat him down next to Kim's bed at the hospital and placed Storm 
in his arms, he was lost. He had never felt this way before about anybody, probably even Tommy, but Nikki 
knew that he would do anything and everything to protect his little girl. 


HS daughter, his and Tommy's daughter. 


That was the part that had blown his fucking mind. He finally understood why his Street Rat was so fucking 
goofy and protective around his little boy when they'd seen them last. 


To relieve the boredom of her room at home, Tommy or Nikki would scoop Kim from her bed and settle her 
on the couch in a nest of pillows and blankets so that she could watch Storm as she had her tummy time on 
the floor with the boys or sleeping peacefully in her bassinet. More often than not, the boys would look up and 
see that Kim had fallen asleep also. 


Right here and now though, Storm was confused and tired from the day's activities which were making her 
cranky and tearful. Storm had been trying to pull herself up using the bed as support but kept falling, landing 
on her padded bottom and crying pitifully with each failed attempt. 


"Why don't you go distract her while | make her a bottle?" Tommy suggested to Nikki as he kissed Nikki's 


temple. 


"Okay," he sighed, leaning tiredly into Tommy's arms briefly before kicking off his shoes, loosening his tie and 
removing it, letting it fall from his hand to the floor. 


He leant up against the doorframe and called softly to Storm. "Bubba?" he said, squatting down to her level. 
"Stormy, sweetheart, come here to Daddy." 


Her tearful dark-hazel eyes turned his way, her bottom lip quivering as she crawled over to him. He scooped 
her up, holding her close as she hiccupped through her sobs against his neck. "Shhh, Stormy..it's okay, 
sweetheart," he crooned to her. "Daddy's gotcha" Her little hand snaked inside his shirt, clutching at his skin. 


"Let's lie down, huh?" he said, placing her on her mother's bed. Storm immediately crawled up to Kim's pillows 


and threw herself on them. 


Nikki shrugged out of the confining button-down shirt and lay down, hoping that Storm would follow suit. He 
started humming and singing to her softly, she eventually settled and laid her head on his chest, right over his 
heart, her little fingers brushing over the tattoos and playing with the silver hoop through his nipple. 


Nikki softly caressed her head as he continued to sing softly to her, her hiccups finally receding. He tucked his 
free arm under his head and closed his eyes, feeling weary himself, as the past months, weeks and days finally 
caught up with him. 


Tommy, having finished preparing a bottle of formula for Storm, walked into the bedroom only to find his lover 
and his daughter fast asleep. He smiled at them both, tucking the now useless bottle into his pants pocket as 
he drew the comforter over them both. He kissed the top of Storm's head and Nikki's lips before leaving them 
to sleep. 


**THE END** 
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Nikki closed the door to his office in Sixxty? with a well-placed kick behind him. It was just going on IO pm on a 
balmy Thursday night and he was already pissed off with the crappy bar band that was playing tonight. 


He was equally pissed that his Street Rat wasn't playing in LA this time around; San Diego and Pasadena were 
the closest. He'd be damned if he was going to drive to either of those places without knowing for sure that 
he'd be able to see Richie. 


He stalked over to his desk that was tucked away in the corner and found the keys to the safe, unlocking the 
combination dial and quickly spun it to the correct numbers. The handle twisted with a satisfying thunk and 
Nikki pulled on the heavy door to reveal the Oriental bowl and utensils he used for his personal supply of blow. 


Like Pavlov's dog, he started salivating at the sight of all that pretty white powder. Snagging the open bottle of 
whiskey on his way past, he walked to the plush, black leather sofa and sat down with a soft oof, immediately 
scooping out enough of the powder to take the edge off his discontent. The blade flashed in the light from the 
bank of security camera monitors on the wall in front of him as he chopped the already fine powder down 
even further. Some days it was just about the mechanics of it all that soothed him, rather than the high he 


got from the chemicals. 


Nikki separated out a couple of lines of coke, snorting them quickly with his sterling silver straw and feeling 
the bite and burn of the drugs in his nasal cavity first before the euphoria took hold. He licked his finger and 
swiped up the residual dust from the glass and rubbed it across his gums before taking a hefty chug of 
whiskey. He fell back against the cushions of the sofa with a satisfied sigh and idly watched what was 


happening out in the main club area. 


He sneered at the monitor that was focused on the band Almost no one was taking any notice of them. What 
a waste of money they were. At least the bar takings would be up from the bored punters. He bent forward 
and snorted the last couple of lines before doling out some more powder for cutting. Then he let the drug 
carry his mind to a thousand different places but the one overriding thought was about his dark-haired Street 
Rat when his band performed at Sixxty4. 


Admittedly, it hadn't been during the best of times for his Street Rat, who'd only just heard about his 
father's sickness, but having the opportunity to have him in his arms again was not one to be wasted. Nikki 
absently cut more lines while his thoughts drifted over that day, letting his body react to those memories of 


Richie's neediness the last time they were in this very room together. 


He was getting hard and he groaned deep in his chest as he gave himself another hit, closing his eyes with the 


on-going explosions in his brain being replicated in his groin. 


Nikki blearily opened an eye and scanned the monitors, looking for someone, anyone..but they had to be 
brunette. Male or female, Nikki didn't care as long as they were a willing hole to be used. Then he spied the 


perfect person. Her nickname in the staffroom was Hoover. 


Nikki picked up the intercom and buzzed the main bar. "Send Candi to my office, will ya?" he said when the call 
connected. It was a fine line he was treading between not wanting to lose the buzz he had going or losing the 
painful hard-on he was sporting if he took any more coke while he waited for that willing hole to arrive. He 
unbuttoned his leathers to free his cock from its confines as he lounged back on the couch and conjured up 


images of his many times with Richie. 


He loved Tommy to distraction but there was just..something enticing about his Street Rat that always got his 
motor running. He and Tommy had an understanding. They could get all the head they wanted at the clubs../F 
they wanted..but fucking was definitely out of the question And they had to fess up to the other, if and when 
it happened. People would think that it was a disastrous move for a solid relationship but it worked for them, 


so fuck the rest of the world 
He rolled his head toward the door when he heard Candi's knock. "Stopen," he called out. 


The door opened and Candi entered, closing the door behind her, eyeing her boss speculatively. "You wanted to 


see me, Mr Sixx?" she asked, coyly. Her eyes ran over Nikki's prone form with undisquised hunger. 


"Lock the door if you wanna earn a bonus in your pay this week," he said, spreading his legs as he pushed the 
plackets of his pants back to reveal his erection. 


Candi turned and flicked the lock on the door. She turned back and started to slowly unbutton her blouse to 
reveal full, creamy breasts, barely held in by scraps of lace that bounced enticingly as she sauntered across 
the small space. "It's been a while, Mr Sixx," she said, kneeling down between his legs and running her fingers 


over his thighs. "I thought you'd forgotten about me." 


"Not paying you to talk, Babydoll," Nikki smirked wickedly. "I'm sure you can put that pretty mouth to better 


use. 


"Yes, Mr Sixx," she cooed, demurely before licking a delicate stripe with her pointed tongue along the underside 


of Nikki's cock to just under the head. 

Nikki thought his brain was going to explode when Candis lips wrapped around him for the first time and she 
went to work He reached out and slipped his fingers in her dark hair. If he closed his eyes to mere slits, he 
could almost fool himself into thinking it was Richie between his thighs. 

Nikki was enjoying the ride that the warm, wet mouth was taking him on, losing himself in the sensations of it 
all and was heading toward that now coke and whiskey laced freefall when the shrill of his phone broke the 
illusion of Richie looking up at him with doe eyes rather than Candi. 

He reached for the receiver with one hand, the other still firmly tangled in dark tresses, and barked, "What?!" 
"Well, that's a charming way to answer the phore, babe." 

Nikki knew instantly who it was and with just those few words. 

His Street Rat. Richie. 

His eyes rolled back in his head and his fingers tightening in Candis hair, taking the girl by surprise as he held 
her still and exploded against the back of her throat. He swore and groaned out loud, vaguely aware of a 
surprised chuckle through the earpiece. 


"Are you..did you...?" Richie asked, redundantly. "Dude..you coulda said you were busy." 


Nikki wasn't capable of speaking just yet as Candi lapped up all his spilled seed, cleaning every crevice of his 
skin 


"You want me to call back?" 


"Hold on!" Nikki growled into the handset. He tightened his grip on Candis hair and pulled her off his now 


overly-sensitive cock and said, "You, go! You'll get your bonus this week." 

"| was hoping..." Candi pouted which just earned her a sharp tug of her hair. 

| said.out!" 

"Yes, Mr Sixx," she cried, clutching at his wrist in a hope to relieve the pain in her scalp as she stumbled to 


her feet. Nikki released her hair and mentally breathed a sigh of relief when she left, tucking himself back into 
his pants with a disgusted yet satisfied growl. 


"Street Rat," Nikki purred down the line. "How the fuck you been, baby?" 


"Great, Nikki..though my night probably isn't as..umm.exciting as yours?" Richie said. "That did not sound like 
Tommy, by the way. ls everything okay?" 


Nikki hummed in amusement. "You know how it is, baby," he smirked, "ya grab the first willing participant when 


you need to have your dick sucked. Don't worry..she'll be well compensated for her time." 
"Hey, man, that's your business," Richie replied. "You never did listen to me anyway, did ya?" he said, fondly. 
"| did when | deemed it prudent to," Nikki said. "So to what do | owe this pleasure, baby?" 


"Not sure if you know, but I'm out in Cali at the moment. You didn't book me?! I'm cut!" Richie said, feigning 


outrage. 


"Not for want of trying, that's for sure," Nikki huffed, shooting the monitors a baleful glare. "Who the fuck 
plays San Diego and Pasadena without doing LA?! Your manager blows, Street Rat" 


Ill pass on your complaint to Simon, shall 1?" Richie chuckled. "Ill make sure Sixxty1 is on every itinerary from 


now on, | promise." 


"You do that," he replied, reaching for the silver straw again and debating whether or not he wanted or even 


needed another hit. 


"Anyway..speaking of San Diego..we just finished that show tonight and have a day off tomorrow. Jonny and | 
were wondering if you've got time for a visit?" 


"You still got Loverboy hanging around?" 


"Hal You were at our wedding, remember?" Richie reminded him. "So are you up for a visit tomorrow..or | 


should say, later today? We..ah..we have someone for you to meet." 


"Oh? Heading down Kinky Avenue and doing a threesome with Loverboy? Coz if you're taking applications..." Nikki 
left the insinuation hanging in the air. 


Richie let out a bark of laughter. "Nah, man, nothing like that. But you'd be the first we'd call, babe, if we did" 


Then after a moment, "So..is it okay to come visit?" 
"Sure..what time?" 


"After lunch?" Richie suggested. 


"Sounds good. I'll let Tommy know. | don't think he's got plans but things may have changed by the time | see 
him later," Nikki replied and gave Richie their home address. 


"Listen, Nikki. gotta go, babe," Richie said. "I'm not usually this late getting back to Jonny and-." He cut himself 
off abruptly. "I'll see ya later. Take care, Nikki.” 


‘Love you too, Street Rat," Nikki said, fondly, and after their final goodbyes, hung up the phone. 

His mood had brightened considerably and he tossed the straw and spoon back into the bowl of coke before 
locking it back up into his safe. He sat at his desk and made a note in the wages ledger before he forgot about 
the promised bonus to Candi - "For services rendered" he wrote neatly beside it. 


He was going to go home early to sleep or to fuck this high off. 


Hopefully Tommy will be home, he thought to himself, so it will be the latter option Fuck sleep! | can do that 
when Im dead. 


wa Kw 
"They're here," Tommy yelled when the doorbell chimed. 
"I can hear that, babe," Nikki chuckled. "Can you get the door?" 


Tommy had been bouncing around all morning once they'd finally woken after a night full of sex. 


Nikki had got home close to midnight, to find Tommy had just arrived home early, too. Nikki grabbed a 
surprised Tommy by his wrist as he dragged him through the house to the bedroom, pushing him up against 
the door after he'd kicked it closed, smashing their bodies together in a brutal kiss. 


Tommy wrestled from the kiss, panting heavily and asked, "Want something, Nik?" 


"Want..need.same thing," Nikki breathed, licking his lips and dragging his eyes hotly over his lover. "I want you, 
Tommy." He took Tommy's mouth again, grinding his hips at the same time. 


"What's got you so worked up?" Tommy mumbled against Nikki's questing mouth, his fingers making swift work 
of their clothes, or at least pushing them off just far enough for mouths and fingers to have access. He 
threw his head back with a groan as Nikki bit down on his collar bone before dipping further to his nipple, 
pulling on the matching ring to his own. 


"Horny..what do you think," Nikki muttered through clenched teeth that held the silver ring. "Even a blow job 
from Hoover didn't help. Think you can help me out, baby?" 


"Hmm..oh! Fuck.yeah, yeah..anything," he replied as Nikki's fingers slipped between his ass cheeks, seeking 


Tommy's entrance. 
"Anything?" Nikki asked, breathless with need. 
"Yeah. just.fuck.hurry," he growled, raking his hands over Nikki's body. 


Without any warning, Nikki flipped Tommy to face the wall, pinning him by the neck with one hand while pulling 
Tommy's pants down lower over his ass. He hooked a muscled arm around Tommy's hips and pulled them away 


from the wall, exposing Nikki's intended target to his hot gaze. 


"Stay!" Nikki ordered before he knelt between Tommy's spread legs and buried his face between them, nipping 
tender flesh before soothing the abused spot with tender licks and kisses. By the time Nikki had taken his fill, 
Tommy's ass was slick with saliva and the man himself was almost clawing himself up the wall from Nikki's 


teasing. 


Nikki stood, slipping one hand under Tommy's arm to his neck and wrapped his fingers around his neck. "Ready 


for me, babe?" Nikki breathed hotly against Tommy's fevered skin 
Unable to coherently form words, Tommy nodded with a whimper as Nikki's cock waited impatiently at his hole. 


"Fuck, | love you, Tom," Nikki murmured before pushing through the clenching ring of muscle as he tightened 
his hold on Tommy's neck. He groaned deeply as he sunk himself into Tommy's heat. Yes! This is what he 
needed, not some bimbo with big tits that put out for almost every dick that walked through the door and 
asked for it. 


"C'mon, babe," Tommy gasped. "Fuck. My. Ass, Nikki." 
"Impatient now, are we? | haven't even used any lube." 
"Don't..care," he replied, pushing back to meet Nikki's thrusts. 


With a primal growl, Nikki increased his tempo and power, almost lifting Tommy from his feet as he lost 
himself in his lover's delicious body. God, this was heaven and hell combined. The fiery heat of Tommy's ass 
almost scalded his cock as he rammed himself home time after time, yet the sweetness and trust his lover 


showed him by allowing him to thoroughly abuse his body was Nikki's idea of heaven 


Nikki came with a yell, throwing his head back and almost howling as hot cum coated the inside of Tommy. He 
rolled his hips erratically as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through him. Before he completely collapsed, 
Nikki pulled out and deftly moved Tommy to their bed, almost throwing him down on his back before lowering 


his mouth over his weeping cock, suckling hard on it. 


"Nikki..." Tommy strangled cry reached his ears just as the musk-laced tang from his body reached Nikki's 


taste receptors. 


Nikki rolled Tommy's balls up against his body and took them into his mouth, teasing them within their sac 
with his tongue as his cum slowly oozed from Tommy's ass below. Pushing Tommy's legs back toward his 


chest Nikki's tongue travelled lower, scooping out his own cream like a contented cat. 


With a broad tongue, he moved back up to Tommy's weeping cock and took it into his mouth, dropping so low 
that the smooth head hit the back of his throat. He hummed around his lover's meaty cock as he pulled back, 
dropping and rising again and again. He wasn't surprised when he felt the familiar throb of that thick vein on 
his tongue before Tommy's release filled his mouth with hot fluid Nikki reached for Tommy's hand, interlinking 
their fingers as he swallowed every drop, milking the last of it gently, lovingly. 


With a final swirl of his tongue around the sensitive head, Nikki crawled up over Tommy's prone, almost lifeless 


form and kissed his lover sweetly, deeply, before collapsing in a tangle of limbs and partially removed clothes. 


Nikki laid his head on Tommy's chest, listening to the erratic breathing and heartbeat beneath his ear as they 


pulled themselves back from the brink of destruction 

"Feel better, Nik?" Tommy sighed, finally. 

Nikki hummed, skating his fingers over Tommy's sweat-damp belly and said, ‘lm halfway there: 
"Only half?" Tommy peered down his chest at him. 


"Yeah. | wanted you." Nikki smiled, softly as he rolled back onto the bed, drawing Tommy over him, "now | need 


you, my Tommy." 


"Can you get the door?" Nikki called back as he surveyed Tommy's version of refreshment for their guests. 
There was alcohol aplenty with a few bags of chips and a big bowl of salsa. Nikki smiled as he fixed himself a 
drink when he heard, "Hey..oh fuck!" Nikki didn't think much of it, thinking that maybe Tommy had opened the 


door on his foot again until Tommy called out, "Er.Nik.you might wanna come here, babe." 

"Did you open up your toe again?" Nikki asked, making his way to the front door, expecting to see his lover 
with a smashed and bloody toe like last time. Instead, he stopped in his tracks when he saw Richie and then 
Jon, who was holding a small male child in his arms. 


"Fuck!" Nikki swore, almost dropping his glass. "Um..." 


"Surprise!" Richie grinned holding his arms up. "Tommy, Nikki.this is Sebastian.our son. Told ya | had someone 
for you to meet," he continued, stepping across the threshold, shaking Tommy's hand as he passed him to 


stand in front of Nikki, waiting. "Shock doesn't become you, Nikki. Aren't ya gonna say something?" 


Nikki couldn't quite drag his eyes away from the child, who was burying his face into Jon's neck as Jon spoke 
with Tommy, who, once his shock had worn off, was quite animated while trying to coax the little one to talk 


to him. 


"What." Nikki started, rubbing his hand across his mouth which was suddenly as dry as the Sahara despite 
the cool drink in his hand. "What the fuck have you done, Street Rat?!" 


"Just what the fuck is that supposed to mean?" Jon queried angrily, taking a step closer. Sebastian looked at 


his father curiously, at the tone he was using. 


‘I've been watching you, Street Rat! You're good.really fucking good! You coulda had it all, baby," Nikki lamented. 
"Now you're fucking saddled with..with a brat..that probably isn't even yours!" 


"Fuck you, Nikki,” Richie growled, pulling himself up taller, prepared to shield his child if need be. "I do have it alll 
| got everything | need right there," he pointed to Jon and Sebastian 


"You know what?! This was a mistake. | thought you would be happy for me, Nik I'll see ya" Richie spun round, 
deliberately turning his back on Nikki and heading for the door. 


"Yeah..take your brats and leave," Nikki sneered. He wasn't about to admit that Richie's words stung, but there 


was no fucking way he was going to back down now. 


"SIXX!" Tommy bellowed, drawing all eyes his way and causing Sebastian to start howling in shock. "Get your 


sorry ass out of here, and stop being an asshole!" 


Tommy then turned to the squalling child and, after asking for permission, took him from Jon. He always did 
get goofy around small children, considering his personality was that of a small child most of the time anyway. 


Nikki turned and stalked back to the kitchen to pour himself another drink after, surprisingly, finding his glass 
empty. He heard Tommy apologising for Nikki, which immediately raised his hackles considerably. He hated being 
told how to think and how to act and having someone apologise for him, doing exactly that, rankled against his 


nature. 

He wasn't going to play the pleasant host now. Fuck ‘em! They can get their own drinks! 

Hearing Tommy cajoling the brat out of his hysterics by playing at what Nikki assumed was supposed to be a 
dog, just darkened his mood even further. He downed his fresh drink and poured another; straight up, no ice. 


This was not an ice cube day. 


He hauled himself up onto the kitchen counter, dragging the whiskey bottle closer, along with the corn chips 
and salsa, whilst he absently listened to the hum of awkward conversation and the gibberish of the creature 


as Tommy chased it around their living room. 


He'd been looking forward to his visit with Richie, regardless of whether Loverboy was there or not. What he 
wasn't expecting was to play happy housewives with a spawn He willfully and petulantly resisted all calls from 
Tommy to join them. 


He didn't notice at what moment that the noise stopped and the conversation level had dropped even lower, but 
it made him, annoyingly, curious. He tilted the whiskey bottle to pour another, only to find it almost empty. 
Shit.he must have been sitting here a while. 


With a disgruntled sigh, he pushed off the counter, landing on somewhat wobbly legs and shuffled closer to the 


doorway, not wanting to draw attention to himself. 


From the doorway, Nikki glared at Jon, who was sitting on one end of the sofa with Sebastian now sleeping 
peacefully on his lap. Richie and Tommy were standing quietly chatting together. 


"So Loverboy," he drawled, the devil taking over his tongue, "just how many sluts did you have to fuck to get 
that shitty piece of entrapment?" 


"What?!" Jon's head snapped up to return Nikki's stare, where he slouched against the door frame. 
Nikki had to smirk to himself when he saw the flash pure, unadulterated shock on Loverboy's face. 
"What the fuck are you talking about?" Richie growled, moving to stand warily behind Jon. 


"Well, since the fucker couldn't carry the brat himself he must've slept around with some slut to help trap 


you," Nikki sneered coldly at Richie. "What other reason would he have for ruining your career?" 


"What the hell?!" Jon questioned Nikki, genuinely confused by the direction the conversation had taken. "Why 


would | need to frap Richie? We're already married! You were there!" 


"Yeah, but now his career is taking off he doesn't need some fucking dead weight holding him back! Least of all 


you and your bastard spawn!" 


Nikki knew he was clutching at straws now. He wasn't sure if it was the devil riding his shoulder, the booze or 


the hurt that was fuelling his mad, but he was unwilling to let it go just yet. 


"THAT'S ENOUGH!" Tommy's shout overpowered both Richie and Jon's indignant replies. Grabbing Nikki by the 
ear Tommy dragged him to stand in front of Jon. "Look! Just fucking look at Seb, you dumb fucker. Now..who 
do you really think is the father here?" 


For the first time, Nikki looked at Seb as something other than an unwanted object in his house and saw what 


Tommy meant. The child held securely in Jon's loving arms bore no resemblance to his blond-haired and blue- 


eyed father, but unmistakably shared his colouring and facial features with Richie. 


"So it was your stupidity then Street Rat," Nikki laughed coldly. "What did you do? Fuck some easy groupie slut 
who dumped her problem right back on you?" 


"You better not let David hear you say that," Richie replied in a barely controlled tone. "He's very protective of 
Amber." 


"You fucked your brother-in-law's wife?" Nikki snickered. "Wow! Kinky! Did David know? Was it a threesome..or 


even a foursome? Did you fuck David too?" 


"That's enough, you piece of fuck," Richie snarled, as he stepped around the sofa to confront Nikki, only to run 
into a solid body. Tommy stopped Richie with a hand to his chest before grabbing Nikki's arm and throwing him 


several feet across the room where he landed in a heap, tangled in his ripped t-shirt. 


"Stay there you filthy piece of shit," Tommy growled at Nikki, who was valiantly trying to get back to his feet, 
despite the effects of the half bottle of whiskey he'd drunk in the kitchen. Moving over he aimed a none too 
gentle kick at Nikki's knees dropping him back to the floor. "I said..Do. Not. Move. Boy" 


Turning back to Richie he looked him up and down, assessing just how well he was controlling his temper. 
"You..sit down, too," he ordered before softening his voice and continuing, "I think your family needs you right 


now. 


Richie looked at Jon who, visibly shaken, was holding Seb more tightly in his protective embrace. Realising how 
frightening the argument must have been for Jon, trapped in such a vulnerable position, Richie quickly sat 


down and put a comforting arm around his distressed and rather intimidated husband's shoulders. 


"For your information they offered," Jon broke the sudden silence quietly but firmly. He glared at Nikki, who 


was lying very still under Tommy's intense gaze. "And it has been anything but easy!" 


Richie reached out and stroked a finger down the side of Jon's cheek, feeling Jon slowly relax into his touch. 


"Are you okay, Cowboy?" he asked Jon softly. "We don't owe them an explanation” 


"We're both fine now, Mookie," Jon said, kissing the top of the fortunately still sleeping toddler's head. "No, we 
don't owe an explanation.but it needs to be cleared up. | won't have him," Jon threw his chin in Nikki's direction, 
“thinking he can best us by his lies. We can tell them as much as you want to, Mookie. We have nothing to 
hide." 


Tommy watched the soft exchange before contemplating his own lover. Nikki remained in the same 
uncomfortable sprawl, also studying the other couple. For the first time, he seemed to be thinking beyond his 
own immediate situation and wishes. Sighing, Tommy walked back to sit down in one of the easy chairs opposite 


the sofa where Jon and Richie sat. 


"Come here, boy," he instructed calmly, pointing at the floor in front beside his feet. "No, don't get up..on your 
knees." To Richie and Jon's surprise, Nikki didn't protest, but rolled onto all fours and crawled quietly to kneel 
beside Tommy with his head bowed. 


"Now, this sounds like it could be interesting," Tommy prompted. He rested his hand on the back of Nikki's 
exposed neck, allowing him to keep a constant, but unobtrusive, check on his partner's emotional state. "Why 


don't you tell us the whole story.” 

"Well, we'd been talking about starting a family for a while," Richie started explaining. "We wanted to offer a 
home to someone like Jon.an abandoned child We applied to adopt..even got as far as interviews.." he trailed 
off. 


"What happened?" Tommy prompted again. 


"What do you think?" Jon shot back bitterly. "They took one look at us.. a same-sex couple and turned us down 


flat, despite all our preparation and counter-arguments." 

"So how did." Tommy mused, looking pointedly at Seb. 

"We got lucky," Jon said smiling at Richie and stroking Seb's back "We have an amazing family. It was thanks to 
David and Amber that we have Sebastian" Jon eyed Nikki and snarled, "Not braf, not spawn, not thing or /T.our 
son has a name." 

"One evening they sat us down and Amber offered her services as a surrogate." 

"You should never underestimate Amber when she sets her mind to something," Richie broke in. "By the time 
she asked us she had already planned almost everything. Once the legal documents were complete, we took 


turns and fortunately it wasn't too many months before this little one was conceived" 


"Wasn't that. dunno..fuckin’ awkward?" Tommy asked. "Like how did you..you know? Was it the old turkey 
baster trick or were you the turkey baster? Like they say..fresh is best." 


"You could say it was awkward," Jon replied, as Richie chuckled softly beside him. "I couldn't face Amber for a 
few days after that..fiasco. It was at that point we decided that it was best for the clinic to handle the 
transfers." 


"You mean.you actually slept with her?!" Tommy gasped with glee. 


"Not exactly, and it wasn't my finest hour, | will admit," Jon gave an embarrassed shrug. "It never happened 


again for which, | think, both David and | were truly thankful” 


Nikki snorted in amusement, finally taking some satisfaction in Loverboy's discomfort at telling his tale. Tommy 


gave him a short, sharp squeeze to his neck and Nikki rolled his head and shoulders to relieve the pressure. He 


wasn't sure if the whiskey had finally kicked in or if it was his lover's calming hand on the back of his neck but 
he felt his anger start to dissipate and leech away. 


Tommy, sensing the slight relaxation in Nikki's posture, moved his hand to rub slowly across his lover's 


shoulder blades. He kept a close watch as Nikki eased into a lesser depth of submission. 


"So Jon.Seb is obviously Richie's son. Are you and Amber planning anything?" Tommy was surprised to see the 
anguished look of pain that crossed Jon's face before Richie leaned in and kissed him quickly but soundly. As 
Tommy watched, Richie pulled back and the two shared a moment of silent communication and understanding. 


"We were, we did," Jon replied sorrowfully. "About a year ago Amber fell pregnant using my sperm, but..it 
didn't." 


"Amber suffered a miscarriage three months into the pregnancy,’ Richie took over when Jon couldn't find the 
words. "Losing our unborn child shook all of us. It's only been a few months since anyone felt ready to consider 
another round of treatments." 


"Dude..that blows, man," Tommy sympathised, before continuing, "But you are going to continue trying? Right?" 


"We already are," Jon replied in a slightly brighter tone. "I had my first session at the clinic just before Seb 


and | came out to join Richie." 
"And how did that go?" Tommy asked with a grin, deliberately trying to lift the mood. 


"What do you think?!" Jon managed a smile whilst Richie laughed aloud beside him. "Really embarrassing. | hate 
it. It's the least sexy place to get your groove going." 


‘Its just a small room with porno movies, magazines and plastic chairs..and don't get me started on the 
thought of the nurses outside, knowing exactly what you're doing in there. Though | imagine that Amber has a 


worse time of it. All we had to do was fill a specimen jar, she had to have all the needles and invasive stuff" 


"Yeah. can imagine," Tommy smiled, pleased to see that his deliberately crude question had lifted the 
somewhat sombre mood. Beneath his hand, he felt Nikki reacting to the amusement though his outward 
appearance remained subdued. Clearly, it was about time for him to rejoin the conversation 


"Boy, do you have something to say?" Tommy leaned down and spoke quietly close to Nikki's ear. 


"Yes, Daddy." Nikki turned on his knees to face Tommy. "Daddy, I'm very sorry Daddy. My behaviour was 


unacceptable and brought shame to you." 


'It was indeed, boy, and you will pay dearly for that later. But at the moment it's not me you owe that apology 
to." Tommy lifted Nikki's chin to meet his eyes, seeing true remorse in their green depths. "Go on then," he 
encouraged, touching his fingers to Nikki's cheek. 


Nikki turned his head and kissed Tommy's palm before crawling slowly to kneel on the floor between Jon and 
Richie. After leaning forward and carefully kissing the tips of their shoes he sat back on his heels with his 
hands clasped behind his back and his head bowed. Jon and Richie exchanged an understanding look but waited 


for Nikki to make his next move. 


‘| must request your forgiveness, Sirs," Nikki spoke softly, but very clearly. "My behaviour towards you and 
your son was neither appropriate nor acceptable. | was shocked and jealous, and | spoke and acted without 


thought or consideration | have brought shame to myself and to my Daddy. Please accept my apologies.’ 


Nikki waited. The silence in the room that was making him uncomfortable with a persistent itch between his 


shoulder blades, was broken only by the soft snuffles coming from the sleeping child. 
"Accepted," Jon said simply and held his hand out. 


Nikki took the proffered hand and kissed Jon's knuckles, curiosity spiked at how unaffected Jon was by what he 
was doing. He knew Richie would roll with whatever was going down; he always was up for anything, but Jon's 


apparent lack of reaction was unexpected. Maybe his Street Rat was educating Loverboy after all. 


"Your behaviour was uncalled for," Richie said curtly, once Jon had acknowledged Nikki. "I was expecting a 


welcome befitting of us being old friends and lovers..not to be questioned about my actions." 


Nikki could almost feel Tommy's glee rolling off him in waves as he shifted in his seat at the unexpected turn 


of events. 


"Yes, Sir," Nikki murmured. The itch between his shoulders was slowly turning into a more familiar sensation as 
his Street Rat's tone of voice dripped like honey, viscous and enticing, over him. He took a moment to school 


himself not to give a full-body shudder of anticipation. 

"IF | had time, l'm sure | could sort out a suitable punishment for you, boy," Richie said, using Tommy's name 
for Nikki. "Unfortunately my time is limited, so | will leave it to your Daddy to mete out appropriate 
punishment after we've gone. ls that understood, boy?" 

"Yes, Sir," Nikki breathed, daring to raise his eyes to Richie's and seeing nothing but love in the dark orbs. 

"In that case..apology accepted," Richie said, holding his hand out as Jon had done. 

Nikki hesitated for a second, allowing his tongue to swipe over his dry lips before taking Richie's hand and 
kissing it, nuzzling into the palm, holding it for a moment longer than necessary and hoping his silent, heartfelt 
apology would be accepted as well. He sighed happily when Richie's fingers slid over his cheek and carded 


through his hair, scratching gently at his scalp in acknowledgment. 


"Back here, boy," Tommy called, his tone softened from earlier. 


Nikki flicked Richie a final look before turning back to crawl to his Daddy's feet, where he waited. Tommy tilted 


Nikki's face to his with his finger beneath his chin, their eyes meeting in an unspoken exchange of love. 


"Your apology has been accepted. You did well, boy, and I'm proud of you," Tommy said and dipped his head to 
Nikki to place a chaste kiss against his lips. 


Nikki sighed happily. "Thank you, Daddy." 


"Your actions, however, caused your shirt to be ruined. Take it off and give it to me. There will be a spanking 
for that later, too," Tommy said, holding his hand out for the torn t-shirt. It hadn't been a good shirt anyway, 
but it provided a good excuse for Tommy to tan Nikki's ass later. "Looks like you're gonna need a new shirt," 
Tommy continued as Nikki pulled the fabric up over his head and handed it to his lover. 


"Jon, Richie.would you like to see the rest of the house?" Tommy asked once Nikki was shirtless and kneeling in 
his position again. "We have an awesome view of the Valley from the pool area" He stood, brooking no 


argument about the tour of the house. 


"Sounds great, man," Richie said, also standing and reaching for Sebastian. "I'll take him for a while, babe. Give 


your arms a rest," Richie said to Jon as he gently took the sleeping child from his husband's hold. 


Jon stood and stretched, his joints popping loudly in the room. "Oh," he groaned, "that feels good. How can 
someone so small be so heavy?" 


“There's no need to carry him around with us, Richie," Tommy said. "Leave Sebastian on the couch. He'll be well 


cared for..won't he, boy?!" 


Nikki, having risen up slightly more out of his headspace after the apology, mentally rolled his eyes but 
answered meekly, "Yes, Daddy." He was already in for a major ass-whooping that night which would probably 
leave him unable to sit properly for a day, so why make it worse by refusing to look after a.a child? 
Hopefully, he would stay asleep until they came back. 


Jon frowned at Richie, who nodded back at him with a smile of encouragement before laying Sebastian down 


onto the couch and pulled a couple of cushions around him to stop him rolling. "He should stay asleep until we 


get back," Richie said, mainly for Nikki's benefit. 


"Go kneel beside him, boy," Tommy instructed, pointing to the floor beside Sebastian and waited until Nikki had 
settled into place. "This way," he said to Jon and Richie, leading them out through the rest of the house. 


Nikki listened to their progress through the house as Tommy pointed out where the rooms were and what 
items had significant value or interest that they'd collected over the years before the sliding door to the pool 


area cut off the murmur of their voices. 


As if on cue, Nikki felt as though he was being watched. He turned his head slowly to see a pair of curious 
eyes watching him. Nikki swallowed heavily and turned his head back, hoping that if he ignored the child, it 


would go back to sleep. 

No such luck, it seemed, he sighed to himself. 

He heard shuffling coming from the couch and then a light touch on his shoulder, making him jump. He 
swivelled his eyes to see Sebastian had moved closer. Close enough to reach out and touch Nikki's tattoos. Nikki 
shivered at the touch again as Seb traced his little finger over the octopus on his left shoulder. 

"Whas dat?" the little voice finally chirped. 

‘Is an octopus," Nikki replied succinctly. 


"Fishy?" came the next question 


"Kinda," Nikki shrugged and looked balefully at the child as he snuck even closer to inspect his shoulder and 


back, pushing Nikki's hair from off his neck to see more before following the tentacles down his arm. 
"Ooh..Batman?" 


"Yeah, kid. turn into Batman after dark," Nikki said, offhandedly but the look on the little boy's face forced a 


smile from his lips. 


Nikki chuckled to himself and shifted position to sit on his ass, pulling his legs up to his chest and leant up 
against the couch. He was going to pay for the ruined shirt and much worse anyway, so why not add another 
small indiscretion to the list of punishments tonight. 


Sebastian, taking his cue to move from the painted man beside him, slid from the couch and started to stil 
walk to Nikki's other side until he tripped over one of Nikki's feet and went sprawling on the carpet with a soft 
oof 


"Oh fuck.are you okay?" Nikki said, hoping that the kid hadn't hurt himself. He really didn't know what to do 
with a crying child. 


‘Clumsy me," Seb chirped again, picking himself and brushing his hands together before continuing on his quest 
to search out more pictures. 


Nikki squirmed a little under the intense scrutiny of being pushed and pulled in different directions so that 
Sebastian could see more. He was even more startled when Sebastian climbed into his lap, forcing Nikki's legs 


down, pushing his head back to trace the lettering around his neck. 


"Who paint you?" he asked. 


"Loads of people," Nikki chuckled. He studied Richie's child as much as he was being studied. He wasn't as 
disgusting as Nikki had first thought. It helped that he looked more like Richie than Jon. "You like ‘em?" 


"Yeah!" Seb replied. "My.my Daddy haf soupman and Papa haf flying ‘tar. Dey fly like Batman." 


What the tuck is soupman, Nikki wondered. He knew that Richie had his beloved Strat on his arm, that was the 
easy part. "Whaddya mean, kid, by soupman? l-I don't." he trailed off. 


"Soupman..wif a cape, like Batman," Seb said, matter-of-factly, flicking the silver hoop through Nikki's nipple as 
he bounced on the adult's legs. 


Nikki had that lightbulb moment, despite the alcohol he'd consumed. "You..you mean Superman?" 


"Yeah! Soupman!" Seb threw his hand up and made the sound of Superman flying, spraying Nikki with a light 
film of spittle. 


Nikki threw his head back and laughed. Yep, the kid had Richie's openness and sense of fun. Throwing Nikki off- 
kilter yet again, Seb threw his little arms around Nikki's neck and chortled happily against his ear. Nikki 


hesitated a little before he returned the hug. He buried his nose against hair that was so much like Richie's 
and breathed deeply, closing his eyes for a moment. 


"Uh-oh!" Seb exclaimed and pulled back. "Me need to pee! Quick! " 

"Err..can you hold it till Rich-.err, | mean.your dads come back?" 

"Nol It's coming!" 

"Oh shit!" Nikki gasped, horrified at the thought of a kid pissing on him. 

He pushed quickly from the floor and ran to the main bathroom with Sebastian dangling precariously from 
under his arm. Standing the kid on his feet in front of the toilet, he stood back with his arms folded and 
waited. 

Sebastian just looked up at him, expectantly. 

"Well? What are you waiting for? You said you needed to piss," Nikki said, pointing to the toilet. 

| need help wif my pants." 


Oh..um..." Nikki replied, nervously. He looked out at the pool area, desperately willing the others to come inside. 


"Its coming!" Seb cried, his little face starting to crumble. 


"Hold it, kid," Nikki said, squatting down beside Sebastian to figure out the fastenings on his pants. "Don't you 


piss on me, okay?" 


"Okay, mister," he replied, shuffling a little with the building urge from his little bladder as Nikki finally found 
that the pants just popped open. 


Seb held onto Nikki's shoulder as he kicked off his shoes then stomped out of his pants and some kind of 
diaper. 


When did diapers get so fancy? Where did the sticky things on the side go to? he thought to himself. 


It was then that Nikki realised that maybe Seb wasn't going to be tall enough to stand to pee. "Shit.err, kid?! 


Do you sit to piss or what?" 


"Nah. can reach" Seb was busy looking around at the decor of the strange bathroom, distracted from his 


purpose. 
"Well, then.off you go." 


"Papa or Daddy haf races with me," he said guilelessly, looking up at Nikki with a face that reminded him of a 
younger Richie. 


"Races?" 

"Yeah..who finishes first." 

"You want me to race you to see who can piss quicker?!" 
"Yeah..| bet | beat you, Batman!" 


Nikki wasn't going to be bested by a kid, and admittedly he did need to piss. He shrugged and released himself 
as Seb shuffled up close to the bowl on his tiptoes, concentrating hard. 


"Ready..set..gol" Seb exclaimed, finally releasing his bladder. 
Nikki relaxed his muscles and let the satisfying stream go. 


"Hey! You got painted on your penis, too?!" Sebastian exclaimed, his little hand about to reach out to inspect 


the lines closer. 


"Hands off, kid!" Nikki said. "You're just a little too young for my tastes. Like about twenty-five years too 


young," he mumbled to himself. 


"| beat yal" Seb cheered a moment later, doing a victory lap around the bathroom as Nikki finished, shaking and 
tucking himself back into his pants. 


"Didn't your dads teach you to shake off before running around and leaving pee over the floor?" he grumbled, 
placing his large hand on Seb's head to stop him. "Do you need a hand getting dressed again?" 


"Yes, please, Batman,” Seb grinned. 


"And stop calling me Batman," he sighed, lowering himself to Seb's height and helped him dress back into his 
pants. 


"| don't know your name but." 
"Nikki.the name's Nikki." 


"Thanks, Nikki!" Seb said, throwing his arms around the man's neck. He clung tightly as Nikki stood, not wanting 
to be put down just yet. 


"hitching a ride, kid?" Nikki chuckled. 
"Yeah," Seb giggled as Nikki shifted him to his back. 


They were leaving the bathroom as Tommy opened the slider door from outside, stopping in his tracks upon 
seeing his lover with Sebastian riding piggy-back. 


Nikki halted also. Richie and Jon came through the door behind Tommy, almost running into the stalled man, 
"Hey Papa.hey Daddy," Seb called, waving to his dads. 


"The kid needed to piss," Nikki shrugged. 


The mood changed considerably for the rest of the evening and friendships were repaired. Nikki pulled Jon aside 
and explained himself further now that he'd calmed down and, after observing his Street Rat with his family, 
realised that Richie had never looked happier. 


"Call it surprise, stupidity..or even maybe a little jealousy," Nikki frowned at that thought, "but | want to 
apologise on my own accord. Richie's always been a family type of guy so it shouldn't have come as any real 
surprise but it knocked me on my ass, obviously. | also want you to know that | was listening when you 


explained about the other baby..and I'm truly sorry." 


"Thank you," Jon replied, his arms still crossed over him defensively. "We were expecting to surprise you 


both. but what you hit us with was off the chart and uncalled for. | accept your apologies, Nikki, but if you 


ever hurt Richie like that again. will come after you." 


Nikki regarded Jon's threat, noting the conviction in his blue eyes, and nodded. "Noted..and understood," he 
agreed. "You know..you're good for him, Jonny. | respect that. You won't have any more problems from 

me.. Tommy will take care of that tonight." Nikki sighed and rubbed his ass in painful anticipation. "Speaking of 
which..you surprised me with your reaction, or lack of reaction, to what happened earlier when Tommy was 


Domming me." 


"What?! You think we're so white toast that we don't indulge in a little BDSM action?" Jon queried, his eyebrow 
arched. "As soon as Tommy called you boy..it fell into place, though from what I've seen you two are far more 
hardcore than we are. After what my fucking asshole of a foster father did to the pair of us, neither Richie 
nor | can tolerate ropes or restraints these days, but we find ways to work around that. It actually helped me 
get over some of my issues from my past. It chases away the demons..knowing that the pleasure afterwards 


far outweighs the terror." 


Nikki was starting to look at Jon with fresh eyes and a growing amount of respect. "That's the truth, right 
there. Friends?" Nikki held his hand out for a handshake as he held firm under Jon's scrutinizing gaze. 


Jon unfolded himself slowly and grasped Nikki's hand firmly. "To friends and new beginnings." 

Sebastian happily bounced between the four adults as they chatted amicably again. Dinner approached rapidly 
so Nikki called for pizza to be delivered which Seb wolfed down. He ate as much as his tummy could handle, 
washing it down with a glass of milk, tearing around the living room with some of his toys that his dads had 


packed. 


Later, as Sebastian started to wind down again, Richie called time on their visit. "We should get going. Someone 


needs to get to bed, don't they, monkey?" 
"Nooo, Papal" Seb cried. "| wanna see Batman" 


"Batman?!" Jon asked his son as he collected Seb's toys from the floor. "Where are you going to see Batman?" 
Jon looked at Richie, who just shrugged as Nikki, who was slowly rising up from his seat, chuckled out loud. 


"He's Batman," Seb said, pointing up to the painted man, "he said so." 
"Nice one, Nikki," Tommy scoffed. "Why'd ya say something like that? You'll confuse the poor kid" 


"When he inspected every damn tattoo on my body while you three were outside," Nikki shrugged, somewhat 
unabashed. 


"Yeah," Seb said then proceeded to go around to each adult and explained. "Papa's g'tar, Daddy's Soupman, he's 


Batman..who are you?" Seb asked a grinning Tommy. 


Tommy dropped down to his haunches and said, "Well.'m the best of all, little man. You know why?" 
Seb looked at him, wide-eyed and shook his head. 

Tommy stripped out of his t-shirt and turned his arm to show Sebastian his tattoo of Mighty Mouse. 
"Oooh!" Seb said, his eyes like saucers and a big grin lit up his face. "Flying mouse!" 


"Pretty cool, huh?" Tommy said, ruffling Seb's hair as he stood up again. "Erm..soupman?" Tommy asked Jon. 


"What the fuck, dude?" 


Jon laughed and pulled up his sleeve to show his smallish tattoo. "Its not much in comparison to you both," he 
shrugged as Tommy laughed at the child's description of Jon's Superman emblem, Nikki having already worked 


it out earlier. 


Nikki knelt before Sebastian and said, "My bat suit is at the cleaners today, lil dude, but maybe one day we'll 
meet again and | can show you.but only if you go straight to sleep when you get back to the hotel." 


"Okay," Seb agreed and threw his arms around Nikki's neck again. With Richie and Jon watching their son, Nikki 
returned the boy's hug and stood with him still hanging on. "I think your cab is waiting outside, kid” 


Jon and Richie bundled Sebastian into the cab as goodbyes were said and promises to keep in touch were made. 


Tommy and Nikki stood arm in arm, waving them off until the cab was out of sight. 


As Nikki slipped quietly from his arm, Tommy reached for the key to close and lock the door. By the time 
Tommy turned, Nikki was kneeling, naked, just inside the doorway, out of sight from any prying eyes. 


Nikki couldn't tell what Tommy was thinking as his head was bowed in deference to his Daddy but he could feel 
the vibrations rolling off him in waves. The vibrations were singing to him, drawing him under, down into his 


subspace..into safety. 
"Boy," Tommy said, quietly. "| see you are ready for your punishment?" 


"Yes, Daddy," Nikki returned. Tommy brushed his fingers through Nikki's hair. He almost purred with happiness 
until those gentle fingers tightened and his head was yanked backwards. Nikki gasped; both in pain but with the 
thrill of anticipation that zinged through his veins. He wasn't sure which took his breath away more. 


Tommy's face was inches away from his as he said in a menacing tone, "Then get your sorry ass into the 


playroom, boy. | want you waiting for me beside the bench, ready for the spanking of your life." 


"Yes, Daddy," Nikki breathed. His excitement level just kicked up a notch and he felt that in his groin. He ran his 
tongue over his teeth as his breath left him in short, sharp pants. He started to rise when Tommy yanked on 


his hair again 


"No! You won't walk there, boy," Tommy said. "You don't deserve to walk; you can crawl there." 
"Yes, Daddy." 


"Oh! By the way..your Street Rat and his husband each chose a punishment for you when | was showing them 
the house. As did |. See if you can figure out which ones and if you pick correctly | will reduce your 
punishment by five strikes. Get ready for your ass to be whooped, good and proper, boy." 


"Yes, Daddy," Nikki replied in agreement before crawling his way toward their playroom in the basement. 
Navigating the stairs was always tricky but he was used to it by now. He could hear Tommy walking through 
the upper level as he turned off lights, going from room to room. Nikki had just settled beside the bench and 
was contemplating the punishments as his Daddy made his way down the stairs. 


There was a large, fire-engine red butt plug, one that he'd used before and he knew that he was going to be 
gaping for days after tonight. Its name was extremely appropriate - Devil's Horn 


The next was an exquisitely braided cat-of-nine-tails in deceivingly soft suede. It was black with a tiny skull 
bead braided into the ends. It had the perfect amount of bite to it for Nikki's liking. That one, he thought, would 
have to be his Street Rat's choice because he knew with absolute certainty that the carved wooden paddle 


was Tommy's favourite implement to use for punishment rather than play. 


His blood was heavy in his veins, heated it seemed beyond normal limits, as Tommy's footfalls were heard to 


reach the bottom of the stairs. Nikki let out a calming breath and bowed his head and waited. 


Tommy was barefoot, which he was 99% of the time when he was at home, and his jeans hung precariously 


on his slim hip bones as he passed Nikki to the chair they used. 


Tommy sprawled himself in the chair, legs splayed, palming his burgeoning hard-on as he regarded Nikki 


kneeling before him. 
"Are you ready to face your punishments, boy?" Tommy asked. His tone was low and full of dark promises. 
Nikki shivered involuntarily but answered, "Yes, Daddy." 


"Good," Tommy nodded. "Up and over my lap, boy. I'm going to warm up that ass first. Then you'll receive your 


punishments with the chosen items. Which reminds me..do you know who chose what?" 


"Yes, Daddy, | think so," he replied, licking his lips. "I know your wooden paddle well, so | know that is your choice 
and I'm eager to feel it on my abused ass, Daddy." 


"Correct choice..which leaves the other two," Tommy said. 


Nikki had a fifty-fifty chance of getting the next one right and he was confident that he was correct. "| think 
the cat was chosen by Richie which leaves the dildo from Jon, Daddy." 


"Very good, boy," Tommy smiled briefly, before stubbing out his cigarette into the ashtray close by and 


lighting another, the plume of smoke rising up to the air conditioning vent. "Do you know why Jon chose the 
plug?" 


"No, Daddy." 


"He said it was because you were being such a huge dick today," Tommy said, unbuckling his belt, "that you 
deserve to be fucked by one." The swish of the leather slithering through the loops almost brought Nikki 
undone at the moment. Tommy folded the thick leather carefully and laid it close at hand beside him on the 
floor. "Come to Daddy, boy," he murmured, patting his lap. 


Nikki moved to all fours and crawled over and up on to Tommy's lap, settling himself comfortably, and waited. 


Sometimes the thrill came in the anticipation. 


Nikki sighed blissfully once Tommy placed his broad hands over his back, smoothing them over his rapidly 
heating skin, over his back and down his flanks, mapping out every muscle and tendon as though he'd never 


touched Nikki before. 


Tommy's caress had lulled Nikki into a false sense of security so when the first stinging slap hit, Nikki yelped 
out loud. "Silence, boy," Tommy muttered. "This is for your ruined shirt” 


As Tommy's hand struck over and over in volleys of well-aimed spanks, changing his pale ass to a deep shade 
of pink, Nikki felt the pull down into the nothingness of his subspace, so was surprised when Tommy pushed 
him off his lap, sending him unceremoniously tumbling to the floor. 


"I think you're ready now," Tommy said. "Up on the bench, boy." Tommy rose from the chair and stepped over 


Nikki to stand waiting beside the bench. 


Nikki slowly crawled his way across and onto the wooden spanking bench, kneeling on the padded supports. He 
leaned over the main padded bench, making himself as comfortable as possible before Tommy secured him 


with the wide leather straps; ankles, wrists and torso. He knew he was going to be there a while. 

"Your Street Rat chose this for his punishment," Tommy murmured as he walked around Nikki's prone form, 
checking the restraints. "He said that he hoped that every stripe would remind you to not question anyone's 
life choices, especially when it involves others. You remember your safe word, boy?" 


"Red, Daddy." 


"Good," Tommy said. He dropped to his haunches to look Nikki in the eyes. "Never forget how much | love you," 
he murmured and dropped a sweet kiss to Nikki's lips before he stood, reaching for the beaded suede cat-of- 


nine-tails. 


The first bite of the cat across his already tender flesh had fireworks exploding behind his eyeballs. He 
groaned through his clenched teeth as the whistle and thwack of the cat-of-nine-tails rendered him 
speechless. He was a sweating, panting meat suit of sensation, a vortex of need swirling within his pelvis and 


his brain shutting down further with each lash. 
Tommy POV 


Nikki's ass was a pleasing deep pink from the sparking he'd given and now the cat's lashes were crisscrossing 
his cheeks with a delicate pattern of bright red welts. Some of the beads had just broken the skin in places so 
Tommy made sure not to deliberately aggravate them further. He alternated his strikes with soothing 
caresses and tender fingers that helped keep a check on the severity of Nikki's punishment. 


He loved nights like this when Nikki gave up control and allowed Tommy to take care of him, with both the 
punishment and the aftercare. Sometimes it was just light play, other nights, like tonight, they got down-and- 
dirty sexy, no holds barred, Dom and sub. 


Nikki was the love of his life and if doling out punishment that bruised and broke skin meant a night of mind- 
blowing, bone-melting sex afterwards, then he was up for anything. He was getting hard just thinking about 
sliding that dildo into Nikki's sweet hole. 


He paused the flogging for a moment, mainly to check on the filigree of welts that were oozing slightly where 
some had broken the skin. Satisfied with his lover's condition, Tommy retrieved his camera and snapped off a 
couple of shots that he would email to Richie and Jon later after all elements of Nikki's punishment were 


complete. Placing the camera within easy reach, he lit a cigarette and shed his own uncomfortably tight pants. 


Moving to stand behind Nikki, he admired his work, fondling himself as he reached out and touched Nikki's rosy 
pucker making the bound man twitch within his confines of leather. Tommy licked his lips, drew on his cigarette 
and held the smoke in his lungs as he dropped between Nikki's spread thighs. He clamped his lips around the 
hole as his fingers spread Nikki as wide as possible before he blew the acrid smoke from his lungs into his 
lover's ass. Tommy grinned and rewarded Nikki with a lick and a kiss before standing to resume the flogging, 


making sure the devil's horn dildo and lube were waiting to be used. 


"Beautiful. just beautiful," Tommy praised his lover. "Though | don't think you've learned your lessons yet, have 
you, boy?" 


"N-no, Daddy," Nikki stuttered. "I- | need more..ahh..lessons. More.please, Daddy." 
"That's what | thought," Tommy said. "Tell me, boy, what are the usual number of lashes that | give you?" 


"T-twenty, Daddy," Nikki said. 


"And have you been counting your lashes?" 
"Ten.ten lashes, Daddy," Nikki said. 


"Hmm," Tommy acknowledged. "I did say that | would reduce your punishment if you answered correctly. Do 
you wish to continue with the full remaining ten lashes and save the reduction for the paddle?" 


"N-ro, Daddy. | want..need all of it. Please!" 

Tommy grinned to himself as he ran his hands over Nikki again, claiming him. "My little pain slut," he 
murmured. "Even when I've got you on your knees, tied and helpless, you still try to hold on to some control.” 
He twirled the flogger through the air with one hand, making the beads sing menacingly as his other trailed 
over Nikki. 

Tommy found the way his older lover twitched and moved under his touch, highly addictive and extremely 
erotic. Skimming his nails down Nikki's spine, through his ass cheeks to his heavy balls and cock, which was 


pinned mercilessly against the wood of the spanking bench. Tommy gave the head a brutal pinch. 


"Count out the next ten, boy, then you'll get some relief while | work that devil's horn into your pretty ass." 


Tommy's own cock bounced with unrestrained delight at the words spoken 

Without warning, Tommy set the flogger swinging against Nikki's skin on the back of his thighs. 
"Argh!" Nikki screamed, pulling at the sturdy leather restraints unconsciously. "One, Daddy." 
Thwack 

"Fuck!" Nikki swore. "T-two, Daddy." 

Thwack 


"Th-three..fuck, three, Daddy." Nikki was panting heavily now, his system starting to overload and his hips were 
starting to rock against the bench, looking for relief. 


Thwack thwack thwack 


"That's for dry humping the bench, you filthy, dirty fucker," Tommy growled. "You're not counting! What's the 


count so far, boy?" 
'S-sorry, Daddy..ah.s-six.it's six, Daddy." 


"Good..four more, my darling boy," Tommy crooned as he checked on Nikki before delivering the last of the 
lashes. "Then I'm gonna destroy that greedy ass with the horn" 


Thwack thwack thwack thwack 


Tommy threw the flogger to the floor and immediately went to Nikki's head, dropping to his knees so that Nikki 
could see him. He brushed the sweat-damp hair from the green eyes and kissed him tenderly. "I'm so proud of 


you, boy. You're holding up so well. Are you ready to continue?" 
Nikki's eyes were glassy and unfocused but he nodded in the affirmative that he understood. 


Tommy kissed Nikki quickly before rising, his own desires building with each moment dominating his older lover. 
He needed Nikki as much as Nikki needed him. Before getting his hands all messy with lube and such, he 
grabbed his camera and changed the settings to record a small video. Whether he sent it to Richie or not, he 


hadn't yet decided. He might want to keep it for their own enjoyment. 


When he was happy with the results and his running commentary, he placed the camera down, replacing it with 
the bottle of lube that was always handy. He watched the waterfall of slick gel fall from the nozzle down 
between Nikki's ass, before it travelled further south, over his balls and cock to join Nikki's own slippery fluids. 


Tommy reached for the Devil's Horn dildo; a large, red silicone cock-like dildo that twisted into the shape of a 
horn. They had played with it before and Tommy knew from experience that the twists and roughened 
surfaces made for a very uncomfortable but extremely satisfying experience that would be felt for at least a 


day afterwards. 


| hope you're not planning on sitting down properly for the next week, boy," Tommy said, coating the obscene 


toy liberally, swiping any remaining gel over his own heated and eager cock. 


Nikki rattled at the restraints in frustration, a purely physical reaction as his brain was not capable of forming 


words other than the required. 
"Please..fuck.please, Daddy," Nikki begged. 


"Silence, boy," Tommy growled, spanking the already tender flesh of Nikki's ass cheeks before kneading them 
roughly, working the lube further into the crease. He was panting as much as Nikki was but more from the 


exertion of holding himself in check. 


Tommy circled Nikki's puckered hole with his gel-covered thumb, relaxing the muscles, getting them ready for 
the intrusions, until his thumb pressed through easily. He continued to work the ring open using both thumbs 
and fingers in various combinations, adding more gel when needed, until he deemed Nikki ready for the dildo. 


There was a difference between pleasure-pain and serious damage from lack of preparation. 


"Say your prayers, boy, coz the devil is about to crawl up your ass and into your soul," Tommy murmured, 


swiping the dildo through the crease in front of him. 


"This is for calling Jon a slut and a whore. For accusing him of manipulating Richie because of his success. For 
accusing him of sleeping around and trying to entrap his own husband. This is for not seeing clearly what was 
in front of you. This is for not acknowledging Sebastian as their child” 


Each indictment was punctuated with a thrust or twist of the toy in his ass as he worked the silicone in 
firmly, surely, without hesitation, only pausing a little over halfway to allow Nikki to adjust before working the 


rest in 
"Ungh..." Nikki groaned. "God..t-too much..please..can't..don't..don't.... 


"You wanna stop, pussy-boy?" he sneered. "Baby pussy-boy wanna stop? You gonna throw down that safe word 
of yours, boy, like a toddler throwing away his pacifier?" 


"N-no..no." Nikki was breathing heavily, his nostrils flaring with each inhale. 
"No, what, my little pain-slut pussy-boy? You gonna quit on me?" Tommy asked. "You're better than that!" 


Tommy fucked Nikki with the silicone, trying to ease some of the discomforts by reigniting the pleasure 
receptors, twisting and turning the flexible horn buried deep within his lover. "You wanna quit?" 


"NO!" Nikki growled over his shoulder, feral in his need. "Don't. Fucking. Stop." 


"Fuck! That's it," Tommy murmured as the final thickest part was met with resistance. "Jesus-fucking-christ, 
baby..that's it.almost there," Tommy encouraged. 


"Ahh..ngh..FUCK" Nikki sobbed, thrashing in his bondage as Tommy eased the remaining silicone through the 


resisting muscles. 


Tommy rested his head against Nikki's back, murmuring words of love and praised as his lover calmed under 
his soothing caress. Tommy listened to the blood pounding beneath his ear as he kissed and brushed his fingers 
and around Nikki's abused ass. Tommy couldn't wait to be sunk in that deeply, to be so entwined and not be 
able to tell where one finished and the other began 


He pushed upright, cleaning his hands before grabbing his camera yet again and took the required photos 
before discarding it on the chair, forgotten. He stalked up to where his lover's head hung limply in recovery. 


Tommy grabbed a hank of Nikki's dark hair, "Open up, boy," he growled as he held Nikki's head back which 


forced his mouth open. Tommy sank his throbbing cock into the warm, wet cavern that was Nikki's mouth. 


Tommy held Nikki's head still as he rocked his hips, sliding further down Nikki's throat with each roll. "Don't 
just lie there, boy..suck it!" 


With Tommy's order, the bound man latched on to Tommy's dick like a babe suckling his mama's tit until 


Tommy was seeing supernovas exploding behind his eyes. When it got too much for Tommy to endure, he 
pulled out regretfully, staggering for a moment as his body recalibrated itself. 


"Tom..Daddy..p|-please..please," Nikki pleaded, 


For what, Tommy wasn't sure, but he wanted to get this next element over with so he could release Nikki and 


hold him and love him the way he needed to. 


Tommy stalked to where the paddle lay and grabbed it, remembering its weight in his hand. He closed his eyes 


for a moment in acknowledgement that this was going to hurt Nikki's already violated ass. 
"God, baby, | don't wanna do this," Tommy breathed. "This is ain't gonna be pret- 

"Do it..." Nikki's voice was barely audible, "All of ‘em." 

"Nik-," Tommy started to protest but was cut off. 

"DO. IT!" 


Tommy quickly lit a cigarette, not that he needed the nicotine but more the few moments to calm himself and 


get back into his own headspace. 


With his cigarette dangling precariously from his lips, Tommy ran the wooden paddle against Nikki's ass, letting 
him know silently what was about to happen. He took a deep breath and let the paddle fly. Nikki's scream ripped 
through him as the implement hit its mark on the left buttock, leaving the word BRAT in relief against the 
reddened skin. Tommy swallowed and repeated the action, alternating each cheek and interspersing the pops 


with sweet, soft caresses from Tommy's hands until all ten strikes were complete. 


Tommy let the paddle drop from his almost lifeless hand and hurried to release Nikki from the shackles and 
pull the dildo gently from his ass, letting it fall to the floor unheeded. 


"Let's get you on the bed, baby," Tommy crooned. 
"No..now..fuck me..Tommy, please," Nikki sobbed. "l-1 need you..to fuck me. Here. Now." 


It didn't take Tommy a moment to relent to Nikki's pleas. Making sure all restraints had been released first, he 
gently eased himself into Nikki's gaping ass, feeling his internal walls closing down around him as his body 
relaxed into its natural state. 


He slowly rocked against Nikki, mindful of his injuries, as Nikki's hand reached back, searching, grasping. Tommy 
took it and entwined their fingers together as his aching cock brushed over the inflamed bundle of nerves 
inside Nikki, causing his lover to clamp down around him. With his free hand, he reached down, wrapping it 
around Nikki's length and matched his own rhythm and Nikki's pressure around his cock. 


Screams and cries of pain were replaced with cries of ecstasy and murmured words of love as Tommy took 
them both to their mutual completion. Nikki came with an exhausted, strangled cry, his voice equally abused 
from his earlier screams, as he emptied himself over Tommy's hand, the chain reaction being that Tommy 


followed him within moments. 


Barely waiting a moment after coming, and before he collapsed completely, Tommy scooped the exhausted Nikki 
from the spanking bench and held him closely, calming the tremors that ran through him. Helping him to walk, 
Tommy led Nikki to the bed tucked away to one side and lay Nikki face down in a nest of the softest pillows, 
sliding one beneath his hips. 


Tommy quickly grabbed the camera and supplies for cleaning them both up and for wound care, sitting down 
beside the almost-sleeping man. He took a final set of photos, ensuring the word brat in raised welts could be 


clearly seen, before setting to work. 


‘lm not sure if you can hear me, baby," Tommy murmured, "but I'm so in love with you and l'm so fucking 
proud of you for taking your punishments." Nikki whimpered when touched even though he was taking the 
utmost care in his attention. 


Tommy dressed the worst of the wounds with creams and bandaids and applied arnica for the worst of the 
bruising until he was satisfied that he'd left nothing unnoticed, including his wrists and ankles where the leather 


bonds had chafed. 


Cursing himself for not thinking of it earlier, and having covered Nikki with a weighted blanket, Tommy forced 
himself to climb the stairs on legs that were barely able to hold him upright to retrieve the sugar-laden soda 
that Nikki preferred after a scene. Tommy checked the locks and security while he was up there, knowing that 
they wouldn't surface until late, before finally descending and crawling into the bed beside his lover. 


He lit a final cigarette, still buzzing mentally from the day, and played with Nikki's hair while he slept. Tommy 
often wondered if Nikki truly knew how much he loved him. Their worlds collided when he was still a teenager 


and, even though they'd fought and broken up briefly, Tommy knew that Nikki was the one for him. 


He didn't blame Nikki for lashing out today. Truth be told, he was a little jealous, himself, of what Jon and 
Richie had. Marriage and a home now filled with a child, and by what they said today, possibly another to join 


Sebastian soon. 


Tommy stubbed out his cigarette and settled down beside Nikki, as close as possible considering his state. He 
sighed happily and whispered, "I love you, Nikki Sixx. Marry me one day?" 


Not believing he would receive an answer, he closed his eyes and started to drift into a dream state when a 


pair of lips met his, softly, tenderly, before a murmured reply of, "One day soon, Tommy. | love you too, baby." 


END 


Forever 


Author's Notes: 

Jon and Richie's Christmas Eve Wedding 

Chapter I3-Sunday Mornings 

Hello, my lovelies..we're delving further into the past. To the end of the Sunday Morning book, to be exact. 


I'd like to know how you're coping with this format of going backwards and merging it with the Jon and Richie 


stories. 
| hope you're enjoying them.. 
Anyway, another long chapter for your reading pleasure OQU v 


J 


Nikki walked into the bar of Sixxty4 in all his leather-clad and jangling-buckled-boots glory. He stood in the 


doorway for a moment, soaking it all in. 

HIS. 

It still blew his mind every time he walked in, that this belonged to him. He had been shocked beyond belief 
when Tommy had presented him the signed paperwork with his name..Nikki Sixx..added to the lined area next to 
the word Purchaser/s. 


"Mr Sixx?" 


"Yeah?" Nikki pulled himself out of his thoughts and looked down at the busty brunette whose name escaped 
him at this moment. She had only just started last week and Nikki hadn't had a chance to get to know her. 


"You had a phone call earlier," she said, holding out a piece of paper. "He said to give you the message as soon 


as you got here. It sounded important.” 
Nikki took the paper and read it. 
Call Jon re Richie. Urgent. DO NOT call Richie. 


The ‘do not was underlined and there was a number written underneath. 


"Thanks..umm..," Nikki searched for the brunette's name. 


"Candi, Mr Sixx," she replied with a flirtatious smile and walked away, flicking him a look over her shoulder as 


she went back to her station. 


He ignored the open invitation presented to him as his thoughts raced as to why Loverboy would be calling 
urgently and why the fuck couldn't he call Richie. 


Nikki hurried to his office and locked the door, throwing his jacket on the plush sofa that faced the monitor 
screens. Sitting at his desk in the far corner, he reached for the phone. Calculating the time difference, and 
judging by the phone number left, Jon must be at Rosie's. He punched in the numbers and waited for the call 
to connect, idly twirling the pen in front of him. 

"Rosie's Bar and Grill. This is Meg, how can | help you?" 


"Meg, | was wondering if Lover-..| mean, if Jon was available?" Nikki asked, pinching his nose at the small slip 


into the nickname he referred to Jon as. 
"He is. Can | tell him who's calling?" 
"It's Nikki. He'll know..." he replied 


"One moment." What is it about chicks that answered the phone in such a bubbly way, Nikki asked himself. It 
was annoying as all fuck, he thought. 


'Nikki?!" Jon said, jovially. "Thanks for calling back, man" 

"Is he okay? Do | need to come and hurt you?" Nikki growled 

"Wait.what2l" Jon exclaimed, confused. "No.he's fine. He's at home, writing, so it was a good time to call you" 
"What about?" he asked, feeling a little more relieved knowing that Richie was okay. 


"Well..," Jon sighed down the line, "I want to give Richie a present on Christmas Eve, that needs all our family in 


attendance." 


"Hal Sounds kinky, Loverboy," Nikki chuckled. "What kind of gift requires family being around? And what's that 
got to do with me?" 


"You're the only one | have to worry about losing Richie to, man," Jon said. "You still hold a piece of his heart, 


didn't you know?" 


"So it's kinda two-fold,” Jon continued. "He'll be stoked that you're there because of the connection between you 


both..and | want you there so you know that you can never have him again." 
"Dude." Nikki started, stopping to consider his words carefully. "You're right. There will always be a connection 
between him and me. | won't deny that..but even | can't match what you two have. And | don't want to. | have 


Tommy now." 


"Well, that's good to know," Jon said, "but | still think Richie would be happy if you showed up. I'd appreciate it 
if you did." 


"So tell me what it is that is so goddamn important about me being there.” Nikki sat back in his chair and lit a 
cigarette, blowing the plume of acrid smoke toward the ceiling as he waited for Jon's reply. 


‘| want him to marry me that night, in a surprise ceremony," Jon said in a rush. "Before you say it.no, it 
won't be a legal one but we may be old or dead by the time that ever happens. | don't want to miss out on 
calling him my husband for the rest of my life" 

"Well.fuck," Nikki huffed. He had to hand it to Jon for the balls it took to want that. 


"So..is that a yes, you'll come out?" Jon asked. "Tommy too, of course.” 


"Let me talk to Tommy tonight," Nikki said, "but at this stage, it's a yes. Send me the details and I'll work things 


out." 
"That's great, Nikki. | do appreciate it," Jon said. "l.l just want this to be perfect, ya know? Memorable." 


Having said their goodbyes, and now that Nikki knew there was nothing wrong with Richie he made a note on 
the calendar and then went about the rest of his day, completely forgetting about Jon's phone call. 


He didn't think about it again for a whole week until the official invitation turned up in the mail at home. 
He and Tommy had just surfaced again from an uncommon lazy day of food, sex and sleep when Tommy 
ventured out to the letterbox, returning with a stack. He flipped through them, sorting out the junk from the 


bills and business-related stuff when he came across the invitation. 


"Babe?" Tommy said, walking into the living room where Nikki was sprawled on the extra-large armchair in 


front of the fire. 
The air felt cool after being holed up in their bedroom for most of the day and they were both in the most 
mismatched items of clothing they owned, as though they'd thrown everything up in the air and wore 


whatever rained down upon them. Mismatched, but warm and comfortable. 


"Whose party are you going to?" Tommy asked, handing Nikki the envelope with his name printed on it. 


"Oh, fuck! | forgot to tell you," Nikki replied, placing his coffee mug on the table beside the chair as Tommy 
folded himself up beside him. Nikki rested his head against Tommy's as he slid his thumb under the flap and 
opened it. He pulled the card from the envelope and handed it over to his lover. "Loverboy rang me last week 


to see if we would go and | forgot to tell you. Sorry.” 


Tommy read the details excitedly. "Awesome! They're getting married?! But how? | didn't think it was legal?" 


Tommy asked. "Are we going?" 


"Well, | did say yes on the proviso that | spoke to you to see if you wanted to go," Nikki replied. "Loverboy 
thinks itll keep me from trying to steal Richie back from him." 


"But..." Tommy started, a little frown creasing between his eyes. 


"I told him that wouldn't happen because | have you," Nikki said, cutting his anxious train of thought quickly and 


leaned into Tommy to assuage him with a tender kiss. 


As their lips parted, Nikki smiled fondly as Tommy seemed to be stuck in time; eyes closed and his mouth still 
puckered up. When Tommy finally cracked an eye open, Nikki winked at him and smiled. 


"As for the legalities, he did say it wasn't a real one but it was going to be a surprise Christmas gift or some 


fuckery like that. So no spilling the beans, babe, should the Street Rat call for any reason" 
"Phht, as ifl" Tommy scoffed. "Hey, but that means we can go shopping, yeah? What shall we buy them?" 


Nikki loved that Tommy was so malleable with his moods, for the most part. There were times when he 
dropped down into a deep rage that even scared Nikki, but since they'd worked out that a little BDSM play 
sorted him out, Tommy's moods had taken on a more even keel. Nikki had to admit that he kind of enjoyed 
their sessions plus it appealed to his dark side that he had named Sikki, not only when Domming Tommy but 
also when he too felt the need to succumb to his sub-side. 


Nikki huffed an amused breath and said, "God.does it matter? | think they would be set for the usual crap like 


household stuff. We'll just shove some money in an envelope." 

"Nah, you can't do that!" Tommy exclaimed. "It needs to be something thoughtful and memorable." 

Nikki side-eyed Tommy in disbelief. "Who are you and what have you done with my Tommy?" 

Tommy barked out a laugh. "Dude.my mom always made me buy birthday gifts or what-not for friends and 
family with the words ‘think of who they are deep down’ ringing in my ears. The first few times she sent me 


back, saying | could do better" 


Nikki smiled at the vision of Tommy presenting his purchases to Mrs Bass, her arms folded and standing at 
the front door with a critical eye, only to be sent back out to the shops when his purchases didn't meet her 


exacting standards. 

"Okay then.what do you suggest?" Nikki asked. 

"Well. what does Richie mean to you?" Tommy asked, shifting to sit facing Nikki at the end of the chair. 

Nikki thought for a moment, searching for the right words that wouldn't upset Tommy but also being honest: 
"Sex! Ex-lover, no holds barred kinky sex, an always-willing, easy lay when we were together. Now..a good friend 
that | know will always have my back." 


Tommy nodded, seemingly unaffected by Nikki's admission "So what about Jon then?" 


"Goody-two-shoes..so fucking white toast, its not funny, though that is understandable given his fucked-up 
childhood” Nikki sighed, rolling his eyes a litle. "But.they work well together, I'll give them that much." 


"Okay..so it seems like sex and attitude are the common thread," Tommy said. "You need to think of things that 


will cover both of those." 

"What are you thinking, babe?" Nikki said, admitting to himself that Tommy had a point. 

"Sex shop.let's see what the guys at Enslaved have that might be of interest," Tommy said. "That will sort out 
the sex side of the equation. What will fix the attitude side of things? You said Jonny was too white-toast, 
yeah?" 


"Yeah..he needs to loosen up a bit," Nikki agreed. "He needs a fucking infusion of good ol! Dr Feelgood," he 
continued, off the cuff. 


"That right there!" Tommy exclaimed, bouncing up to his haunches on the cushions. "We have access to some 


of the best dealers in the area, dude. We'll give them the ‘Party Package'l" 


"Babe, we gotta fly cross country, don't forget," Nikki chortled. "| don't wanna have anyone but you, shove their 
finger up my ass looking for drugs." 


"Hmm, good point," Tommy grinned. "Okay, but we can get some contacts from the guys here and pick it up 


when we arrive." 
Nikki thought about it for a moment and said, "Okay, you've sold me. I'll let Loverboy know we're coming." 
The next day Nikki arranged flights before he rang Jon to let him know they would be there. 


"That's great news, Nikki," Jon said. "l'm glad you both decided to come. | was worried that | might have put my 
foot into things last time we spoke." 


"Already forgotten, baby," Nikki replied. "Anything for my Street Rat, you know that." 
"Do you know where you're staying yet?" 


"Actually, | was going to ask if you knew of anywhere close? We might stay a couple of nights," Nikki asked 


"Maybe a rental car, too." 


"You could try the venue itself. They have a small BnB attached,” Jon offered. "We've been back a few times. 
They'll probably be able to sort out a rental for you, too." 


"Thanks for the tip." Nikki circled the venue name and number. "I'll give them a call next. We'll see you in a 


couple of weeks then" 


"Sure thing," Jon replied. "Hey, Nikki?! Thanks, man. | know we've not always seen eye to eye but we have one 


man in common.that we both love." 


Nikki sighed and said quietly, "Yeah, we do." He placed the receiver back in its cradle with great care. He sat 
back and thought about what Jon had said about them both loving Richie. 


Nikki did still care for Richie and only ever wanted the best for him so, if that meant little Loverboy being in 
Richie's life, then he would just have to deal with it. 


If truth be told, he was probably a little ashamed, maybe a little jealous, that he hadn't made some grand 
gesture of commitment to Tommy before now. How Tommy had been sure enough of their relationship so 
early, enough for Tommy to buy Sixxty4 for him, still amazed Nikki every time he walked through the doors of 
the club. 

A knock at his office door brought Nikki out of his thoughts and life took over, the wedding forgotten 


The week before they were due to fly out Tommy came bursting into Nikki's office and said, "Dude, c'mon it's 
time to go. Why aren't you ready?" 


"Ready for what?" Nikki asked, watching Tommy's puppy-like movements across the floor toward him. "Where 


are we going?" 
‘I've made us a booking at Enslaved to buy the guys' wedding presents,” he replied. 


Enslaved was their favoured adult store, with an exclusive clientele that preferred the privacy of being, by 


appointment only, ushered in via a private, unmarked entrance so that no one would ever cross paths. 
"Oh! Did you tell me about the booking?" Nikki asked, frowning as he stood and tidied his desk before leaving. 


"| did," Tommy said, "but you were busy getting all up in my junk the other night." He threw Nikki a lascivious 


grin, grabbing his crotch lewdly. 


"Your junk is definitely worth getting all up into, baby," Nikki replied, slipping into his jacket. He cast an eye over 
his desk, making sure that the more important work had been taken care of before he left then said, 


"Right.let's go." 


Leaving Nikki's car at the club, Tommy drove them to Enslaved, pulling up to the automatic gates a short time 
later. He reached out of the window and pressed the buzzer. Without having to speak to anyone, the gates 


rolled back to allow them entrance. 


Having been there on multiple occasions previously, the doorman didn't need to check identification and greeted 
them by name as he held the nondescript door open. "Mr Lee, Mr Sixx..a pleasure to see you again. Welcome to 


Enslaved." 


It still sent a shiver of anticipation as they walked in and were greeted with a naked, collared beauty offering a 
platter with assorted refreshments; liquid and chemical. Nikki took a glass of champagne and sipped, letting the 
fine, creamy bubbles zing across his tongue. He looked around at the individual vistas within the store and let 


the experience soak through him as delicately as the wine. 


Enslaved's decor elegantly done in shiny black marble and creamy pearl walls, subtle downlights accentuated the 
exquisite products displayed on sparkling glass shelves. It was divided into areas that highlighted various kinks; 
leather, rubber, fluffies, age play, medical, with staff in each area dressed, or not dressed, to suit the display. 
Most items were bespoke and could be altered to suit the client within the hour. 


Clients could ask to see any number of items being used to determine if they suited their purpose. There was 


yet another area that allowed clients to try before they buy. 


Tommy, having taken a drink and a couple of lines of coke, draped his arm around Nikki's shoulders as they 


started to walk through the store. "See anything that might take their fancy, babe?" 


"Hmm, maybe," Nikki said as he perused the room, his eyes alighting briefly on members of the staff as they 
walked the floor showing off the products. He remembered being taken aback somewhat, by the blatant show 
before him on their first visit. 


There were the faceless ones in rubber masks with just air holes, devoid of all emotion and sense of 
individuality. There were females bedecked in clamps, collars, plugs; jewelled or otherwise. Naked men with 
erections either held in suspended animation by intricate rings or bindings of various substances or others held 


captive in gilded cages made to restrict and to torture. 


Nikki felt the familiar curl of lust as Tommy led him through an orgy of living, breathing store mannequins, 
pointing out various objet d'art of the kink world. 


"There!" Nikki exclaimed, pointing to one fellow with a sizable hard-on being held captive by a shiny silver cock 


ring with inlays of blue semi-precious stones. Nikki beckoned him over and waited. 
"May | help you, Sir," the mannequin asked. 


"The ring.is it comfortable? Weighted?" Nikki asked, reaching his hand out to feel the ring, the mannequin's face 
was serene as Nikki's fingers explored his cock and balls, testing the fit and smoothness of the inlays. 


"Very comfortable, Sir. It is weighted and comes with a small release pin. Would you like me to show you?" 
"That won't be necessary. Do you have those in stock at the moment?" 

"Yes, Sir," he replied. "Do you have a particular size or colour in mind?" 

"Do you have a deeper blue? Say a cerulean blue?" 

"We have a lovely topaz inlay, Sir.” 

"Perfect," Nikki replied. "I'm gonna guess a size down from yours." 

"Is it for yourselves, Sir?" he asked, looking down at Nikki, then Tommy, to judge their sizes. 
"No, they're for a wedding present,” Nikki replied. "Anything with a brown coloured stone?" 
"We do. We have a tourmaline, garnet, obsidian and a lovely tiger's eye." 

"Can | see the tiger's eye? No need to display it” 

"Very good, Sir." The mannequin turned and walked away to find the requested items. 


"What's going on in your head, baby?" Tommy asked. He'd been standing back, watching Nikki as he fondled the 


mannequin. 

"Well.! thought the blue and brown for their eyes," Nikki said. 

"Hey, that's smart thinking, baby," Tommy smiled. "Mom would be proud of you" 

Nikki chuckled. "Are you going to tell her that | bought cockrings for my ex-lover and his partner?" 


"Nothing would surprise my mom these days, you know that?" Tommy grinned. "I found something for you, by 


the way?" 


"You did?" Nikki asked in surprise. Tommy nodded and linked his fingers with Nikki's, dragging him toward a 


scene of a young woman, long dark hair, kneeling on all fours beside a bed. She had kitten ears on her head and 


white cuffs around each wrist and ankle. 
"She's a pretty kitty," Nikki said with a shrug, "but what's so special?" 


“Turn around,” Tommy instructed the kitten The woman arched her back, cat-like, and moved around their 


legs, rubbing up against them before presenting her ass to them. 


Tommy squatted down behind her, looking up at Nikki with a leer, and fondled the tail attached to a butt-plug 
that was protruding from her ass. He let the tail slip through his fingers and it was then that Nikki saw that 


it was a cat-of-nine-tails flogger. 


Nikki dropped to his haunches and felt the tails, considering their effectiveness in administering the required 
level of pain he liked They were of soft plaited leather that matched the cuffs she wore. Nikki's gut swirled at 
the image it invoked. 


Nikki hummed in the back of his throat and Tommy said, "| can see you with black leather cuffs, cute little 
kitten ears poking through that hair of yours. You do like a scratch behind your ears after I've fucked you, 
don't you, baby?" Tommy's voice dropped into a low grumble, "Then this tail in your ass after I've tanned your 
hide with it. The ends would brush against your red hot flesh as you move across the playroom floor. Teasing.. 


tormenting... reminding." 
"Yesss," Nikki hissed under his breath. 
Tommy sank his fingers into Nikki's hair, tugging on the strands. "Daddy's boy wants to play kitten?" 


Nikki turned his face to Tommy's and nodded. "Yes, please Daddy," Nikki said. Tommy hauled him in for a heady 


kiss before standing, leaving Nikki in a daze. 


Tommy looked around for the kitten's Dom and listed off his request, the complete kitten set in black, then 
added two more cock rings to Nikki's order. The first with black onyx and the other with a stone that Tommy 
hadn't heard of, titanite. Nikki was immediately drawn to the multi-faceted shades of browns when the 


attendant showed them the options, which made the decision easy. 


They were escorted to the payment area by the kitten and her Dom and waited for their purchases to be 
processed. Beside the cashier desk, was a display of high-quality novelty lubricants in fun flavours and effects. 


"Add a couple of these in, too," Tommy said and took a variety of bottles from the display and added them to 


their order. 


After payment was made, with Tommy unflinchingly handing over his credit card, they walked back through 


the store hand in hand, whilst a naked slave carried their purchases to the car. 


"I think the boys are going to really enjoy their presents, don't you, baby?" Tommy asked, slipping his hand 


between Nikki's thighs. "The question is now is..." he continued as his hand blatantly cupped Nikki's semi-hard 
cock through his pants, "do | take you back to Sixxty4, or back home so | can meet my new kitten?" 


Nikki slid his gaze over to his younger lover, pushed his hip upward into Tommy's hand and said, "Meow, 
Daddy." 
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The cab pulled into a small but quite busy car park. Nikki got out and looked around as Tommy paid the driver, 
tipping him extremely well and retrieved their bags. The man hadn't said a word about their en-route stop at 


a rather disreputable bar, where they had collected the package they'd ordered before flying out. 


The quaint little Tudor-style building housing the restaurant nestled on a rise overlooking a picturesque valley. 
Discrete but attractive Christmas decorations adorned the fencing and the front of the building giving it a 
festive feel despite the cold weather. Nikki shivered, for a brief moment wondering why they had been 


persuaded to leave the relative warmth of California. 
"So this is it?" Tommy asked looking over the surroundings as he joined Nikki. 


"Yeah, very..white toast," Nikki grinned at Tommy. "Though if Jon chose it, what d'you fucking expect? From 
what Jon told me they found it together and | suspect it has become a favourite retreat for them." 


"Well let's go and see what makes it so special then," Tommy smiled. "It looks like they're still serving lunch and 


after that cardboard, North West swore was food, | don't think | want to wait until dinner is served tonight." 


Tommy led the way up the step to the small porch and opened the door. The tinkle of the overhead bell 


attracted the attention of a server. 


"Welcome Gentlemen," he said. "If you're planning on joining us for lunch today | must warn you that we will be 


closing promptly at 2 pm. We need extra time to prepare for a private function this evening." 


"We'd appreciate a meal after the in-flight horror we were served," Tommy replied. "And | guess the function 
would be the Bongiovi wedding? That's why we're here." 


"Oh, would you be the Sixx party of two?" the server inquired, noticing the travel bags the two men carried. 
"We wondered when you might arrive. You and the Bongiovi party will be our only overnight guests. If you 


would like we'll take your bags to your room whilst you eat.” 


"Thank you, that'd be great," Tommy replied, leaving his bag by the main desk and following the server into the 
comfortable restaurant. They were led to a small table in one of the two huge bay windows on either side of a 
stone fireplace decorated with holly garlands. A wood fire blazed in the hearth, making the room feel cosy and 

warm despite the cold outside. The view of the icy valley was even more impressive than it had been from 


the car park. Sitting down Tommy noticed Nikki struggling to hold back a grin. "What're you laughing at?" 


"Youl" Nikki exclaimed. "You sound so fucking formal. | don't think I've ever heard you say so much without 


cursing.” 


"I do know how to be polite.when the surroundings warrant it," Tommy laughed indicating the space around 
them. "This is actually rather nice, and we are guests here, not the owners. We always require our clientele to 


treat our staff with respect," Tommy reprimanded Nikki gently. 
"Yeah, | guess so," Nikki replied as the server approached them with two menus. 


Lunch was a relaxed affair; good food, well prepared made for a pleasant meal. Finding themselves with nowhere 
to rush Nikki and Tommy took their time, enjoying a quiet conversation. Eventually, they were the last two 
diners. When they realised that the staff were eyeing them pointedly they took the hint. Ordering a couple of 
coffees to take with them they got ready to head for their room. 


"We have hours to kill until the wedding," Nikki sighed as he stood up and grabbed his cup. "But | think it would 
be better if we weren't down here when Jon arrives to get everything ready. What are we going to do with 


ourselves?" 


"Well we do have a present to sort out and wrap," Tommy replied, also standing and picking up his coffee. “That 
should take a few minutes. After that, well I'm sure we can think of something to do. There might even be an 


extra item or two hidden in that bag from Enslaved." 

"Really?" Nikki laughed at the smug grin on Tommy's face. "What are we waiting for then?" 

Grabbing Tommy's free hand, Nikki dragged his laughing lover towards the main desk and collected their keys. 
Once their room door closed and locked behind them, Nikki pulled Tommy in for a lingering kiss far hotter than 
their almost forgotten coffee. 


"Now we have six hours or so," Nikki growled, "How are we going to use them?" 


‘I'm sure we'll think of something," Tommy replied as he led Nikki towards the large bed, abandoning their cups 


on the nearest flat surface. 
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Some hours later, Nikki woke slowly, his body a plethora of delicious aches. He stretched out his limbs, 
searching for his bedmate, but encountered only cooling sheets. Forcing himself to the next level of awareness 
he heard the shower and found himself picturing his lover standing under the running water. Before he could 
quite raise the energy to join him, the water stopped and a minute later Tommy bounced into the room still 


toweling off his naked body. 


"Oh good, you're awake," Tommy said with a grin. "H's time we were getting ready. Richie is due to arrive in 


less than an hour." 


"An hour," Nikki couldn't help the lascivious smirk as he eyed his lover's naked form, his hand already heading 
down his torso. "What's the rush?" 


"No, Nik, just fucking no," Tommy laughed as Nikki's smirk changed to a disappointed pout. "I think three times is 
more than enough for one afternoon and you do need to be able to sit down this evening. Now get your 


overused ass in that shower, or you'll be stinking like a fucking whore house at the ceremony.’ 


"Well, at least we know Richie and Jon's wedding present was worth the money,” Nikki commented as he picked 
up their own discarded cock rings, to take with him to the bathroom. "Why don't you pack up their gift while | 


deal with cleaning these. I'd hate to give them the wrong ones." 


‘I'm not that fucking stupid, but yeah I'll sort out their rings and the rest of their presents. Hurry up though, 
| think | can hear the first guests arriving." 


As he headed for the bathroom Nikki saw Tommy open the lock on his bag and start removing the packages 
they had collected that day. He knew that Richie would appreciate their gift, but he could only hope that Jon 


would too. 

Ten minutes later Nikki was sitting on the edge of the bed pulling his pants on when he heard something 
outside the door. Holding a hand up for quiet he and Tommy listened as someone knocked on the door opposite 
their room. 

"Jon, open up, that was a call from Rosie's. David and Richie just left. They should be here right on time," a 
female voice shouted through the wood. It took a while, but they heard the lock snick back and the 
conversation continued. "What the hell are you doing? You look terrible! Why aren't you dressed?" 

"| don't feel so good," Jon's voice mumbled miserably. "I'm not sure | can do this, Amber. What if he-." 

"Oh yes you can and you damn well will," the voice they now identified as Jon's sister in law continued. 
"Everyone is nervous before their wedding.it's part of the tradition Now..get back in there and let's get you 
sorted out and dressed" Amber's voice faded as the door clicked shut behind them 


"Oooh, sounds like Loverboy is not quite as ready for this as he thought," Nikki laughed. "Do you think he'll go 
through with it?" 


"Of course he will," Tommy scoffed. "It wouldn't be a proper wedding if he wasn't shitting himself beforehand" 


"At least Richie won't be worrying.he doesn't know what's happening," Nikki pondered. "I wonder what Loverboy 
would do if he said no." 


"Fucking kill him," Tommy replied thoughtfully, before ginning and continuing, "though Im pretty sure there'd be 


a queue waiting to help him hide the body. Not that there's any chance of that from what you've told me." 
"Nah, an unlikely couple they may be, but | do think they are in it for the long haul." 
‘Come on then," Tommy threw Nikki's shirt across the bed. "Let's get dressed and go liven up this party." 


Nikki and Tommy made their way down the stairs and into the restaurant, where they joined the excited group 
assembled in readiness. Jon was still notable by his absence. 


"Hey, Sixx, long time no see," came a call. Turning round Nikki spotted Richie's manager Simon making his way 


across to join them. Offering his hand he continued, "Nikki..its good to see you again, man" 

"You too, Simon," Nikki replied as he reached for the outstretched hand. "This is my partner, Tommy Bass." 
"| go by Tommy Lee, though," Tommy offered, proffering his hand. "My Dad is Mr Bass, not me." 

"Hello Tommy," Simon said, shaking hands with the taller man. "Didn't | see you at Adam Sambora's funeral?" 


"Yeah that's right, though | don't think we had the opportunity to speak to each other," Tommy agreed. "Nikki 
flew out here to support Richie, and | tagged along to support Nikki." 


"Well at least this is a somewhat happier occasion,” Simon smiled. "The rest of the band are here too. I'm sure 


they'd be happy to see you again and I'd like to introduce the two of you to my wife." 


Simon grabbed Nikki's arm and he was led into the middle of the group to find Tovan and Michael, with an 
amused Tommy trailing behind. This party was starting to look like it could be fun 


Not long after Nikki saw an obviously pregnant Amber, lead Jon into the room. Slightly shaky and dazed he 
bore a striking resemblance to a deer in the headlights. Nikki nudged Tommy to get his attention 


"It looks like Loverboy made it after all," Nikki said gleefully. "And what a change from jeans and a T-shirt. 
Looks like he's got a decent sense of style after all" 


Tommy nodded his agreement. Jon was wearing a pair of dark dress pants, a loose white shirt and an oversized 


matching jacket. Over his arm, he carried a dark, longline overcoat. 


"OK folks, shut up and listen up, please," Amber raised her voice to be heard above the crowd. "David will be 
dropping Richie outside within the next ten minutes. Once you hear the car we all need to get into place, be 
quiet and stay quiet. Jon will delay Richie long enough for David to sneak back in through the kitchen and join 
us, then not a sound until | give you the signal. Is that clear?" 


There was a chorus of agreement. 


"I just wanna say..well." Jon started hesitantly then trailed off. 


"We know, kid," Alec spoke up over the general mumble of assent as he moved to take his place at the front 


of the room. "Now, you go out there and escort your fiance in. Let's get this show on the road!" 


There was an encouraging cheer as Jon slipped his trenchcoat over his jacket and allowed Amber to lead him 


towards the main door. Nikki and Tommy joined the waiting crowd finding themselves pushed towards the front. 
"Is that who | think it is?" Tommy asked, indicating Alec. 

"Yeah," Nikki replied in an amused tone. "Only Loverboy would choose my Street Rat's ex pimp to marry them." 
"He must've had a fucking good reason," Tommy commented, 


"He mentioned something about the wedding being officiated by the only person who has been a part of both 
of their lives longer than | have," Nikki conceded. 


"Okay... They're herel" Amber exclaimed, moving into the room as quickly as her fruitful condition allowed and 


took her place among them. "Everybody get ready and be really quiet.” 

For the next couple of minutes, they waited in expectant silence, aware of the background noise from the 
kitchen and the soft ambient music. Just as David, with his camera in hand, slipped into the room via the 
kitchen entrance, they heard the bell indicating that the outside door had been opened. Then muffled murmurs 
of conversation proceeded the opening of the restaurant door. Jon carefully led his blindfolded lover to stand 
facing him in front of Alec, positioning him with his back to the waiting group. 

Nikki swore under his breath at how handsome Richie looked in his black leather pants, white shirt and suit 
jacket. Unlike Jon, he had chosen to fasten his shirt with a leather necktie highlighted by a purple crystal. 


Somewhere down the line, his little Street Rat had grown into a truly remarkable man. 


"Don'tmove just yet, Mookie" Jon spoke quietly to Richie as he removed the scarf from his eyes. Their friends 


and family waited impatiently to see what would happen next as Richie focused all his attention on Jon 
"What's going on, Jonny?" Richie asked, apparently still unaware of anything except his lover. 

‘Marry me..tonight?" Jon asked, nervously licking his lips. 

'M-marry..tonight?" Richie gasped. "How..what.." 

| don't want to wait any longer," Jon replied with a hesitant smile. "So.." 


Alec reached out and placed his hand on Richie's shoulder. Surprised Richie jumped and turned to his right to 


see Alec standing there, resplendent in a dark suit and tie. 


"Answer the man," Alec said with a smile, "Then we can get this show on the road." 


At Amber's signal a cheer went up through the room and Richie spun on his heels finally seeing their waiting 
family and friends. 


"Mookie?" Jon spook again as he anxiously searched his lover's face. 

"You..you did all this?" Richie breathed. Jon nodded, his eyes shining with tears. 
Richie cupped Jon's face and touched lips in a tremulous kiss. 

"Yes..yes, baby, I'll marry you," he said softly. 


"Thank Christ for that!" Alec exclaimed before launching into his somewhat bawdy introduction and then the 


obviously pre-written ceremony. Nikki let Alec's words wash over him as he stood entwined in Tommy's arms. 
One part, in particular, stood out to him."We are most vulnerable when we love." 

Nikki realised the truth in that statement and how much he had learnt since he met Tommy. He knew he was 
a better man for his lover's presence in his life. Tightening his grip around Tommy's waist Nikki idly wondered 


if they would ever be the ones getting married. 


Jon's vows to Richie were clearly well planned out but succeeded in being honest and emotional, rather than 
overly-sentimental. However, it was Richie who impressed Nikki most. With apparently no warning, ever the 


lyricist, his words seemed to flow naturally as he promised forever to his younger lover. 


When Richie stopped speaking there was a long moment of silence. The world seemed almost frozen in time 


until Nikki decided that this had gone on long enough. 

"Just kiss him already," he called out to the amusement of the waiting observers. 

Richie and Jon moved together to share their first long passionate kiss as a married couple. Eventually, they 
had to pull apart, each still totally wrapped up in the other. Around them, the room exploded with excited 


cheers, applause and whistles as they were surrounded by their delighted family and friends. 


ww Kw 
Later that evening after the meal had been served Nikki and Tommy stood watching the guests mingle, looking 
for a chance to speak with either Richie or Jon They still had a gift to give them but, given the contents, it 
wasn't something they wanted to do too publicly. 


Richie seemed very busy chatting to the other members of his band and Simon, I+ looked like they were 


planning dates for getting together in the New Year. Nikki wondered if that would be for more touring or 
possibly to work on a new album. He made a mental note to use his usual contacts to keep in touch with any 
new releases or tours. 

"There's Jon," Tommy said, pointing out where he sat with his parents. As they watched Joan gave Jon's hand 
a squeeze and Eddie raised his glass to toast Jon. "It looks like their conversation is just about finished. Why 
don't we see if he has time to talk to us?" 

"Yeah," Nikki grinned. "and what's the betting that if | talk to Loverboy my Street Rat will soon join us?" 

"Dead cert I'd say, but go for it," Tommy replied. 


"Hey Jonny," Nikki called across the room. Hearing his name Jon looked up and Nikki beckoned him over. 


Jon nodded and waved his hand in a just a minute gesture. As they watched he spoke to the group of parents, 
rising to kiss each of their mothers and to shake his dad's hand before walking across to join Nikki and Tommy. 


"You did it, Loverboy," Nikki grinned, shaking Jon's hand. "Congrats, man!" 


"Here," Tommy held out the small package containing their gift. "Just a little something for later tonight. From 
both of us." 


"Um..thanks guys," Jon said as he took the parcel and started to pull the ribbon on the small box, "You didn't 
have to get us anything.” 


"Yeah, | wouldn't open that here, babe," Nikki smirked as he put his hand on top of Jon's stopping him getting 
any further than the ribbon. "Let's just say that's for the party after the party.’ 


"Best of the best," Tommy said with a wink, snuggling his taller body into Nikki's. The two of them were 
enjoying watching the expression on Jon's face change from a surprised interest to rapidly dawning 


comprehension. 


"There you are, Cowboy," Richie said from behind Jon, unexpectedly joining the conversation Nikki looked 


sideways and exchanged a knowing wink with Tommy. 


Richie draped his arm protectively across Jon's chest, subconsciously maybe but clearly indicating his 
possession. Dropping a kiss to his new husband's temple, he smiled at him and asked, "What's that?" 


"Tommy and Nikki gave us something," Jon replied, turning to share a significant look with his husband. "We 
can't open it until later." 


Richie raised his eyebrows, acknowledging Jon's unspoken warning. 


"Thanks, man," Richie addressed Nikki with sincerity in his tone. "For the present..and everything. For always 
being there." He smiled in fond remembrance and met Nikki's gaze before turning slightly to address Tommy. 


"Tommy..man, don't let this one get away..ever." Richie now stared straight at Tommy, almost daring him to 


disagree. 
"No intentions of it, dude," Tommy replied, just as intently. 


Nikki was almost taken by surprise at the strength of resolve in Tommy's tone. His sometimes overly happy 
lover had rarely sounded more determined. It appeared that any lingering jealousy over Richie and Nikki's 
shared past had been forgotten, leaving a lasting friendship between the four of them. Nikki gently turned 


Tommy to face him, drawing him into a long and meaningful kiss. 

Vaguely Nikki heard Richie ask Jon to dance but he was too distracted to notice at what point the newlyweds 
left them. Bringing both of his hands to rest in Tommy's hair, Nikki pulled his lover even closer, deepening their 
kiss. Finally running out of oxygen, Nikki was regretfully forced to release Tommy's lips. 

"Wow," Nikki gasped breathing heavily, “that was..." 

"Yeah," Tommy was equally lost for words. Still wrapped around each other they watched Richie and Jon 
dancing to Dean Martin's My One and Only Love. Their parents and David were also on the floor, along with 
Simon and his wife. 


"Shall we join them?" Tommy asked. 


I'd prefer any dancing | do, to be of the horizontal kind," Nikki replied, deliberately brushing his crotch against 


Tommy's own. 


"Me too, but we can't do that until we get to our room," Tommy sighed, “and it's considered extremely rude to 


leave before the newlyweds." 


"Well, looking at the way those two are sucking faces right now, we might not have to wait too long," Nikki 
mused. "Do you think | should hurry them along?" 


"What? Are you gonna tell them to ‘Get a room'?" Tommy grinned. "Didn't you do that earlier, fucker?" 

As the two watched, Jon and Richie broke their kiss and started a quiet conversation, still swaying in time to 
the music. Suddenly Jon pulled back, looking rather shocked, before throwing his arms around Richie's neck and 
holding on tightly. When they finally separated Jon sported the widest smile and, after a final kiss from Richie, 
they started making their way towards the door. 


"| wonder what that was about," mused Nikki. 


"From the look on Jon's face, Richie just told him he's pregnant," Tommy quipped. 
"Nah," Nikki replied "Jon's the chick in that relationship." 


"Don't be so sure," Tommy leaned forward to whisper in Nikki's ear. "The tougher they seem, the better they 
submit." Nikki shivered as Tommy's large hand cupped the already rising hardness in his crotch. Tommy licked 
up the edge of Nikki's ear and murmured, "Soon baby, soon 


It took rather longer than they hoped, and definitely longer than Jon and Richie would have preferred before 
the newlyweds finally left the reception It seemed that every guest wanted to congratulate them one last 
time, but eventually, they escaped, heading quickly for their room upstairs. 


"Let's give it another five minutes," Tommy said in a deliberately serious tone. "We don't want to interrupt 


anything on the stairs.” 
"No fucking chance," Nikki snorted a laugh. "Jon's far too white toast for that!" 


"| wouldn't be so sure," Tommy grinned back. "He looked pretty desperate as they left. Why don't we say 
goodbye to their family? The coast should be clear by then" 


Nikki and Tommy slowly made their way to the door, stopping occasionally to speak to the other guests. David 
and Amber were also in the entranceway, collecting their coats and baby necessities for Colton, who was 
asleep in Amber's arms. 


"Hey, David," Nikki held out his hand. "It was nice to see you again" 


"You too man," David replied as he took the proffered hand. "It was a long trip for you two, but Richie was 
stoked that you were here." 


"Yeah, you know..anything for my Street Rat." Nikki smiled as Tommy took his turn shaking hands before David 
took Colton from Amber. Turning to assist Amber into her coat, Nikki offered a hug, which she gratefully 


accepted. 


"Congratulations, Amber," Nikk said as he stepped back for Tommy to step in, "you got Jon to the ceremony on 


time." 
"It wasn't that bad," Amber replied as she was engulfed by Tommy's long arms. 


"| dunno," Tommy laughed as he released her. "An hour before, we were taking fucking bets as to whether he'd 


make it. You did a good job calming him down" 


"You heard that?" she asked, with surprise in her tone. 


"Yeah," Nikki replied. "We're staying in the room opposite theirs.” 
"Do they know?" Amber laughed. 


"Jon suggested that we might get a room here," Nikki replied "But we never actually told him we would be 
here. Breakfast should be..interesting.” 


| hope you've got good earplugs," David laughed. "You're gonna need ‘em. They can get loud” 


"Well now," Tommy smirked, "it might just be us keeping them awake. Nikki will certainly give them a run for 


their money!" 
"Enough," David backed away, grimacing. "Not fair when my playground is a little.restricted" 
"And whose fault is that?" Amber growled before a huge grin cracked David's face. 


He kissed his wife while holding Colton securely in his arms. "Mine, all mine," he smiled at her lovingly. "Come on, 


let's get you and Colton home. You need both to sleep.” 
"Bye guys," Amber said, picking up the nappy bag. 
Tommy opened and held the door for the small family. Once they had left he turned back to his waiting lover. 


"I can't hear anything up there so guess it should be safe. Besides, | have another of those little gifts from 


Enslaved for you." 


"You do?" Nikki grabbed Tommy's hand and dragged him towards the stairs. "What the fuck are we waiting 


for?" 


As Tommy fiddled one-handed with the keys, Nikki couldn't resist listening at the opposite door. He heard 
several moans and Richie's distinct tones growling "On your knees, Jonny." It appeared that the newlyweds were 


indeed having fun. 


Suddenly Nikki's hand was pulled and he felt himself almost falling into their room. Before he could regain his 
balance Tommy had pushed him up against the door and was plundering his mouth with increasingly aggressive 
kisses. Desperate hands moved against each other as leather jackets were ripped from their shoulders and 


unceremoniously dumped wherever they fell. 


"Bed, now!" Tommy broke the kiss briefly to issue the order. Nikki simply whimpered and slammed his lips back 


against his lover's. 


Unable to wait longer, Tommy moved, dragging Nikki away from the door and across the room their lips still 


locked together. Somehow Nikki got a hand free and started pulling at the buttons on Tommy's shirt, tearing 


them off when he couldn't get them open quickly enough. 
"Ow," Tommy moaned into Nikki's mouth, as eager fingernails clawed his now exposed skin. He was desperately 
trying to concentrate on moving in the general direction of the bed, despite his lover's continuing assault. 


Unfortunately, he misjudged the location of the coffee table and smacked his ankle into the hard wooden leg. 


"Ouch, fuck it," he swore, breaking the kiss as he balanced on one leg and rubbed the offending joint. "That 
fucking hurt." 


"Il kiss it better," Nikki promised as he continued to nibble on Tommy's neck. 

"I got something better you can kiss," Tommy growled, pulling Nikki's shirt open, thankful for his choice of 
poppers rather than more fiddly buttons. He roughly pushed the offending fabric to the floor before continuing 
their unsteady progress to the bed. 

Stepping backward again, Tommy put his foot down on something and suddenly lost his precarious balancing act. 
He fell heavily, very relieved to feel a soft mattress break his fall, at least until Nikki crashed heavily on top 
of him. 

‘Ooof," Tommy gasped as the wind was knocked out of him. "Jesus Christ! Get off." 

Nikki quickly pushed himself up, rolled sideways and turned his head to meet Tommy's eyes. 


"Well, that was.memorable," Nikki observed. "What happened?" 


Fell over your fucking bag," Tommy growled as Nikki burst out laughing. Tommy tried to keep his stern face, 


but his lover's amusement was infectious. In no time he was also laughing. 
"So where were we before..?" Nikki waved his hand indicating their current position 


"Hmmm..about here," Tommy replied, rolling over to lie atop Nikki, bringing their lips back together and kissing 
his lover thoroughly. Once he had regained Nikki's undivided attention, Tommy sat up. 


"Stay right there," he said as he moved quickly to the other side of the bed and retrieved his own bag. Digging 
right to the bottom he produced a bottle of bright pink lube which he held up for Nikki's inspection. 


"Bubblegum?" Nikki grinned, taking the bottle from Tommy's hand and flipping the cap open The intensity of the 


sweet smell hit him as soon as he took a sniff. 


"Yeah," Tommy said, snatching the bottle back as Nikki resumed stroking Tommy's still-erect cock. "| wonder 
what it tastes like?" He upended the bottle and squeezed a generous amount into his hand. He took a sniff, then 
a tentative lick before he brushed Nikki's hand away to coat himself. "Yeah. think you're gonna like this one, 
baby." 


Nikki shuffled on the bed to position himself between Tommy's spread legs and watched with glee as Tommy 
stroked himself with the slippery gel. "Smells like high school," Nikki smirked. "All those nubile young girls and 
guys..peaches ready to be..plucked. Or maybe lollipops..ready to be sucked." 


"If my love was like a lollipop.would you lick it?" Tommy asked with a grin as Nikki pushed his thighs wider and 
licked his lips. 


"Right..down..to..the..chewy..centre." Nikki punctuated each word with a lick from base to tip of his lover's cock 
as his hips ground restlessly against the bedding. 


Tommy chuckled breathlessly as Nikki set to work, licking and chasing the mingled flavours of Tommy's musk 
hidden in and around his cock and the sweetness of the lube. "O-oh, Nik-," Tommy breathed, throwing his head 
back into the piles of piles behind him as Nikki's sharp teeth tugged on the looser flesh of his sac. 


Nikki wrapped his hand around Tommy's slick flesh and started a slow but steady rhythm, alternating his grip 
between a tight fist, making his looser outer skin slip and slide over the muscle beneath or a more delicate, 


teasing hold, barely tight enough for Tommy to feel. 


Nikki's other hand fondled Tommy's balls, rolling and squeezing, his middle finger slipping down into the crevice 


below to tease his sweet pucker. 


"Fuck.Sixx, suck it already," Tommy pleaded, his hips bucking, reaching for Nikki's hair to guide him where he 
needed Nikki the most. 


Nikki bit down, sucking on the soft flesh on the inside of Tommy's thigh, eliciting a yelp from the brunette 
before he soothed the site with a tender kiss and a swipe of his tongue. Taking a brief moment to watch the 
bruise bloom against the white skin, Nikki felt a keen sense of ownership. "Mine!" 


"Then fucking take it," Tommy growled and wrapped his long limbs around Nikki's neck, forcing the older man's 


face into his groin 


Nikki growled himself, pushing at Tommy's legs before shifting to his knees. Nibbling up Tommy's cock, the heat 
that was coming from the man was like having your face turned to the sun, Nikki thought. His tongue lapped at 
the thick vein on the underside, flicking back and forth between the V at the top before barely opening his lips 
to take the tip between them. 


"Fuck!" Tommy panted, his hands fisting into the bedding below him as his hips started to buck on their own 
volition, forcing himself through the barrier that Nikki had deliberately put up. 


Nikki found Tommy's nipple ring and tugged on it, feeling the spasm run through his lover as Tommy's cock slid 
further into his mouth. He relaxed his throat as he worked the length down as far as he could and hummed at 


the taste explosions on his tongue; the bubblegum sweetness with the undertones of pure Tommy. 


He held steady for as long as he could, saliva dribbling from his mouth down the length before he needed to 
breathe. Nikki pulled up with as much suction as he could before dropping back down again slowly. 


Tommy's moans bounced off the unfamiliar walls as he thrashed on the bed that was way too small for his 
long limbs as Nikki luxuriated in the taste and feel of the brunette's body beneath him. Eventually, Nikki 
couldn't take it anymore. He needed to be filled by his lover, to be as close as two human beings could possibly 
get. He drew his mouth off Tommy's length with an audible pop and sigh. 


Tommy's desperate groan of disappointment made Nikki's aching mouth curve into a smirk, full of dirty 
promises as he sat back on his haunches. Nikki's hot gaze ran over Tommy's prone but restless body as he 
stroked his own aching and needy cock, angry at being neglected for so long. 


"Nikki..." Tommy pleaded. "Please..." 


“Shhh, Tom-Tom," Nikki soothed softly as he moved from the bed to dig into his travel bag, retrieving the 
items he had procured when Tommy was collecting the packets of drugs. He knew he bought extra poppers for 


a reason, he thought as his fingers curled around the small vials. 

"Whatcha got, Nik-Nik?" Tommy asked, grinning when Nikki turned and held the amyl nitrite between his fingers. 
Let's get a little buzz happening, shall we?" Nikki suggested. 

"Fuck, yeah," Tommy breathed. 


Climbing back between Tommy's deliciously spread legs he lay the glass ampoules in the hollow of Tommy's 
hips. Tommy grabbed them, stopping them from falling, as Nikki settled himself comfortably again 


Nikki reached for the sweet-smelling gel and flipped the cap open once more. Being assaulted by the candy 


aroma, Nikki marvelled at how appropriate it all was as he drizzled the lube over Tommy. 


The whole night had been almost too sweet for Nikki's tastes; the twee cottage-like restaurant and 


accommodation, the surprise wedding and the flowered wallpaper and furnishings of the room itself. 


Something deep within him felt the need to sully such sweetness. He grinned again at the visual of these walls 
being marred by ropes of cum as he and Tommy fucked like rutting animals for the rest of the night. 


Nikki reached around himself and swiped a good portion of the gel between his own ass also, preparing himself 
as Tommy watched in anticipation. Capping the bottle, Nikki moved onto all fours and crawled up Tommy's body, 
licking and sucking at his favourite spots along the way until he was sitting astride Tommy's belly. 


His lover looked up at him, blinking away a sheen of tears, showing Nikki the extent of his adoration as they fell 
into a silent exchange. Words that never need to be said but are always understood by the heart. 


Tommy swallowed heavily as though trying to regain composure. "Nik-," he managed to say before a finger 
stilled his lips. 


Nikki bit his bottom lip, tilting his head slightly and smiled, saying, "I know, baby. Me too." With a shaky sigh, 
Nikki bent to kiss Tommy tenderly as he positioned himself against Tommy's unflagging erection. As the kiss 
broke, Nikki said, "Break one of those fuckers open, my Tommy.” 


The snap of thin glass happened in a second before Tommy held the vial to Nikki's face. Nikki inhaled deeply and 
allowed the chemical reaction to hit as Tommy snapped the second for himself. When Nikki felt the loosening of 
his muscle control, he reached back to steady Tommy's cock as he impaled himself on its length, both crying 


out at the sensations. 
"Jesus, Sixx.fuck, you're so hot," Tommy breathed. 


Nikki held him still for a moment, panting heavily as Tommy moved restlessly beneath him. Nikki slowly started 
to rock his hips, letting his body dictate the rhythm and motion. Nikki lost himself in Tommy; his bites, lick and 
kisses, his caresses as they teased his skin. Mouths sought each other time and time again as they worked 

through the handful of poppers. The discarded vials fell carelessly to the bed and the floor as they wrestled in 


their lovemaking, the tiny nicks and cuts from the broken glass adding to the sensations. 


"Fuck..Tom.baby, fuck me." Nikki groaned as Tommy's fingers sank into his hips for traction, arching up into 
Nikki's body as his feet sought purchase in the bedding. 


"Ngh..so close, Nik." Tommy breathed. "Give it to me, baby. | gotcha, Nik.just.let.go! My one..and only Nik-Nik.” 


"Tommy!" Nikki cried, fisting himself harshly as he let Tommy's voice seduce him, the familiar and welcome 
curl of molten heat coursing through his body as it pooled deep in his gut. "Jus' there.mmnm, 
yes..yesyesyes..fuck!" he gasped as Tommy thrust upward with erratic abandon 


Nikki plummeted into oblivion, riding the tidal wave of his release as he emptied himself over his hand and 


Tommy's pulsating belly, his lover following him within seconds into his own climax. 


Unable to hold himself upright any longer Nikki collapsed forward onto Tommy's heaving chest, slick with bodily 
fluids and bubblegum lube. Tommy's arms came up and, bonelessly, held him as they rode out the aftershocks 
of a hard-fought-for climax together. 


Sometime later Nikki came back to awareness. He was curled around Tommy, with his head on his muscular 
chest and their legs intertwined. One arm splayed across the now rather sticky expanse of skin and his 
fingertips rested close to his lover's nipple. Beneath his ear, the steady heartbeat seemed to pulse in time with 


his own. For the moment he was content to lie there, just breathing in the scent that was all Tommy. 


Sounding far away, muffled as it was through two doors, Nikki heard the twin roar of two lover's reaching the 


pinnacle of their climax. Beneath his head, he felt Tommy's chest moving in a gentle chuckle. 


"| guess the newlyweds are having a good night," Tommy commented dryly, bringing his hand up to stroke 
Nikki's long black hair. 


"Hmmm, yeah," Nikki agreed. "Do you think it will ever be us? Getting Married?" Nikki asked the question softly, 
without moving his head. Tommy moved his hand slowly down his lover's back, teasing the pale skin with his 
fingertips. Nikki made no attempt to stop the shiver that seemed to start at his fingertips, ran through his 
limbs and ended in his deepest pleasure centres. Despite their earlier activities, slowly but surely, he felt his 
cock hardening against Tommy's hip. 


"Yeah.| hope so," Tommy smiled as he continued to tease Nikki. "Someday." Feeling Nikki's renewed interest, 
Tommy flexed his hips, teasing his lover's growing erection, as Nikki subconsciously ground against him. Nikki 


looked up and green eyes met brown 


"Will you give me your ring?" Nikki asked with a small grin. His calloused fingers idly played with Tommy's right 
ripple ring, teasing the hardening nub and reawakening their passions. 


"You don't need it. You already have my heart, my soul and everything | am," Tommy replied seriously, pulling 


Nikki up to sit astride him. "I love you, Nikki Sixx. But.one day, yes Baby, | will marry you." 


Slowly, deliberately Nikki ground his groin into Tommy's feeling the telltale signs of renewed arousal. Pulling back 
with a groan, he pushed Tommy's legs apart and settled himself on his knees between them. 


‘| love you too Tommy Lee Bass, and one day | will happily become your husband, and make you mine." Placing 
one hand on his lover's heart Nikki reached out with the other to grab the lube and inlaid rings from the 
bedside table. Bringing them up to show Tommy he smiled at his lover and said, "But in the meantime..With this 
cock ring, | thee fuck." 


re 
"Cmon Cowboy, Im hungry," Riche said "Hey! There's that bubblegum smell agan" 

"How can you be hungry?" Jon chuckled. "Didn't you slurp enough of me down when you woke me up?" 

Nikki woke to the sound of Richie's familiar laugh and the door slamming behind them as they made their way 
down the hall. Must be checking out, he thought sleepily before trying to drift back into sleep. He snuggled into 


Tommy's back and let his lover's regular breathing soothe him. 


He lay there for a while, chasing sleep, but his bladder had other ideas. With a frustrated sigh, he left the bed 
quietly, naked, and slipped into the bathroom to relieve himself. 


The smell of cooked food and coffee reached his nostrils as he was washing his hands and checking out his 


appearance in the mirror. He smiled at the freshly bloomed hickey on his neck. Tommy did like to mark his 
territory for the world to see. His stomach growled loudly and the call of coffee was getting stronger with 


each passing minute. 
He padded back to the bed and launched himself into the spare spot, startling Tommy awake. 


"What the fuck?! Earthquake!" Tommy gasped, barely awake, leaping from the bed and bumping into the coffee 


table again. "Fuck! Oww!" 


"Babe..calm down," Nikki chuckled, feeling slightly bad that he'd caused Tommy to hurt himself again. "It's not an 
earthquake. It was just me," he said, standing to pull a frantic Tommy against him. "l'm sorry, baby." 


"N-no earthquake?" Tommy asked, still only partially awake. 
"No.just me being a dumb-ass," Nikki replied, kissing Tommy and holding him close. "Forgive me?" 
"Nikkii." Tommy whined. "| was in a dream, man. You fucking scared me." 


"I know, | shouldn't have done it," Nikki said, having the good grace to look contrite. "| can make it up to you in 
the shower if you'd like? Take advantage of that morning wood you have going on there?" Nikki shifted, 
brushing their cocks together and watched Tommy's eyes darken as sleep was quickly banished and desire took 
hold. "Then we'll go down and get some breakfast?" 


Tommy's grin told Nikki of his assent. Nikki grabbed Tommy's hand and returned to the bathroom once again. 


Later, after they were thoroughly washed, they clattered down the stairs toward the dining area. Tommy 
stopped Nikki every couple of steps to push him up against the railings and kiss him, giggling and fooling around 
until Tommy climbed on Nikki's back for the last few steps, ending up in a tangled heap when Nikki missed the 
last step. 


"Oh god,” Nikki groaned as all of Tommy's weight landed on him. 


Tommy looked aghast at Nikki, sprawled on the floor beneath him, "Fuck, Nikki..watch where you're going next 


time!" 


Nikki frowned at Tommy, a sharp retort on his tongue until he saw a twinkle in Tommy's dark eyes. Nikki 
reached up and pulled Tommy's head down, claiming his mouth in a kiss before saying, "We got a thing for 
falling over this weekend, huh?". Nikki grinned at Tommy again, pulling him down for another kiss, oblivious to 


the fact that they had an audience. 


"Oh! Mr Sixx, Mr Lee," the owner exclaimed after hearing the commotion from the kitchen, "are you both 


okay? Do | need to call an ambulance?" 


"They're fine, Diane," Richie's voice broke through Nikki's lust addled brain. "Looks like they've got the mouth to 
mouth down pat though, don't you?" he chuckled. 


Nikki cracked his eye open, breaking their kiss reluctantly. He patted Tommy on the butt to get him to move, 
saying, "You know | always liked to play doctor, Street Rat." 


"Oh!" Diane, the owner, gasped with a blush. 


"Don't mind Sixx, Diane," Richie said, holding his hands out to Nikki and Tommy, hauling them from the floor. "His 
nuts are tough to bust," he said to the older woman. "What are you both doing here?" Richie asked his friends. 


"Same thing you are, baby," Nikki grinned, hugging Richie and spying Jon over his shoulder. "Morning, Loverboy," 
Nikki said. 


"Merry Christmas," Jon replied, shaking Nikki's hand, repeating the greeting for Tommy. "Why don't you join us? 
Itll save Diane setting another table." 


The table was in front of the fireplace with the view of the valley below out the windows either side, where 
the ‘altar’ was last night. 


"Dude..did you have fun last night?" Tommy asked Jon as they took their seats around the table. 


Nikki saw the blush that crept up Jon's neck and chuckled. "It sure sounded like it. It was like listening to a 


porno while fucking." 
"Oh god," Jon groaned, hiding his face against Richie. 


"The first time was far too late for the rings," Richie shrugged with a shit-eating grin. "They're beautiful, by 
the way. But the dru-." 


| hate to interrupt, gentlemen," Diane cut in. "We have a family Christmas dinner here this afternoon, so | 
hate to rush you but if | could take your breakfast orders? Mr Sixx, your rental car was dropped off about 


half an hour ago. The keys and paperwork will be waiting for you when you check out 


"Thank you, Diane," Nikki smiled. "Your recommendation was a godsend. We'll take whatever is easy for you to 
cook. Tommy and | will eat almost anything." He mentally face-palmed himself for opening himself up with that 
comment when he heard the sniggers from around the table. "As long as the coffee is hot." 


"lll make a fresh pot now and bring some out," Diane smiled under the praise and scurried away, seemingly 


oblivious to the innuendo the others picked up on 


"Jesus Christ.it's like being back in high school again," he grumbled, goodnaturedly as the others couldn't hold 
back their laughter any longer. 


"Speaking of high school.why do | keep smelling bubblegum?" Richie asked, looking perplexed and started sniffing 
the air. 


‘Oh, that's us," Tommy said offhand and looked very pleased with himself. "We bought a few things for 
ourselves when we got your gifts. Bubblegum lube was one of them. There are more flavours at home. Next 
time you're out our way, we'll take you to Enslaved. That's where we got all the cockrings from. Each one is 
different in some way." 


"Enslaved, huh?" Richie queried. "Wait a minute.all?" 


"Yeah, dude, we liked them so much we bought some for ourselves too," Tommy said, starting to warm to the 


subject. “Enslaved is this little boutique sex shop that does bespoke toys and costumes. | bought Nikk-." 
"Tommy!" Nikki snapped. "Babe, leave something private, huh?" 

‘Sorry, Nik," Tommy apologised. 

Nikki's head was pounding from a residual amyl-and-coke hangover. He didn't need their all their sex life spread 
out on the table for the others to feast on Changing the subject, he turned to Jon and Richie and asked, "So 


have you two eaten already?" 


"Yeah," Jon nodded. "We were just finishing up when you guys came crashing down. You're lucky you didn't 


break anything." 

"Here we are, gentlemen," Diane said, placing plates in front of the newcomers before disappearing, re-emerging 
with a pot of hot coffee. Nikki looked down at the plate and his stomach growled in anticipation. It was piled 
generously with bacon, scrambled eggs, grilled tomato, wilted spinach leaves and triangles of hot, buttered 
toast. 

‘Oh man," Tommy exclaimed. "That looks amazing, Diane. Reminds me of my mom's breakfasts." 

‘I'm so happy to hear that, Mr Lee," she smiled. 

‘Oh, please call me Tommy," he replied. "And that's Nikki. We're not big on formalities.’ 

"Especially when they make an entrance like earlier," Richie sniggered. 

"Well, it's a pleasure to meet you both," Diane said as Tommy and Nikki started to eat. "Jon and Richie have 
become regular quests, so any friends of theirs are welcome here anytime. I'll leave you to enjoy your 


breakfast." 


"When do you fly out?" Richie asked as he poured fresh coffee for them all. 


"We have a late flight on the 21h," Nikki said. "Hence the car. | thought I'd show Tommy around a few of the 


old haunts." 


"Are you going to visit your mom?" Richie asked, earning himself two sets of curious eyes and one extremely 


disapproving set turning his way. 
"Your mom?" Tommy exclaimed around a mouthful of food. 
"How do you know where she is?" Nikki asked Richie. 


Richie took a sip of his coffee, considering his answer. "I bumped into Deanna one day at the supermarket. She 


recognised me from when we were together and asked about you." 
"What did you tell her?" Nikki asked, his voice devoid of any emotion. 


"The truth," Richie said as Jon reached for his hand. "That | hadn't seen you in a while. That's it. | know how 


you are about Deanna. | would never tell her where you are." 
Nikki visibly relaxed and nodded. "Thanks." 
"Can | be nosy and ask what happened?" Jon asked. 


Nikki slid his eyes over to Jon as he finished his mouthful of food. He wiped his mouth and said, "Not much, 
that's the issue. Deanna was never around as | was growing up, especially after my dad abandoned us. Then 
when | started getting jobs she was always wanting money from me. That's one of the reasons | left in the 
first place," Nikki turned to Tommy and smiled at him fondly. “Tommy was the main reason, though." 


Jon nodded but didn't say anything further. 
"So where are you staying tonight?" Richie asked, picking up the slack in conversation 


"| don't think we have anywhere booked, do we?" Tommy asked Nikki, who shook his head. "Dad keeps a 
permanent suite at the Intercontinental for when he's in town on business. So I'm sure we could crash there 
and put up with five-star room service and the crappy porn on the TV. It won't have the same experience as 
last night, though." Tommy laid his cutlery down and spread his hands wide and said in an exaggerated voice, 


"Live Action Porn! | could see that as a selling point." 
‘Only in a brothel BnB," Nikki replied with a laugh. 


"Maybe that's what we can expand Rosie's into, Mookie?" Jon suggested to Richie. "You know..one of those pie in 
the sky dreams of expansion. It'd be nice to get out of the loft one day." 


"| like our loft!" Richie pouted. "It's ours. We can do whatever we want to it without having to worry about 


landlords." 


"If we did that to Sixxty4," Nikki added, "people will think it's a brothel. I've caught a few people midst fuck 
before. Does that happen at your place?" 


"Maybe," Richie said, "but its more likely to be us that's doing the fucking in the back rooms than anyone else 


out on the floor." 


"Dude, have you been caught yet?" Tommy asked, finishing his meal and stretching back in his chair, rubbing 
his belly. 


"Not exactly. There's usually a call out over the PA for the lead singer of the house band," Jon grinned. "I've 
heard he's a pretty good lay." 


"Ouch, Cowboy," Richie exclaimed, feigning hurt feelings. "Only pretty good?! I've heard he's the best and quite 


often has his now-husband calling for God on numerous occasions." 


"There was certainly some praying to God on both sides of the hallway last night," Diane's voice carried across 


the empty restaurant causing all four men to turn toward her in surprise. 


"Don't look so shocked, boys. We have the living quarters below the accommodation I've been after Jerry to 


upgrade the soundproofing for years. It's one of the joys," Diane mimed quotation marks, "of owning a BnB" 

"Do we need to apologise to Jerry, Diane?" Jon asked, looking appalled at the revelation 

"Don't you dare," she smiled with a wink. "We had our own fun. We knew we wouldn't have to open the 
restaurant very early today, so we stayed up a little later than normal. Anyway, sorry for interrupting. I'll just 
clear your dishes and get out of your hair. Can | get you anything else?" she asked Tommy and Nikki. 

"No, thanks, doll," Nikki replied with his killer grin. "The breakfast was delicious. We'll hit the road shortly." 


Diane smiled in acknowledgment as she collected the dishes leaving the men to their conversation 


"So," Jon spoke first, after the lull in the conversation, "why don't you stay with us Tonight? It's not the 
Intercontinental but you'll get fed an- 


"Live porn action?!" Tommy asked. 


"Ya never know..." Richie grinned, waggling his eyebrows and earning himself a soft punch on the arm from Jon 


"But that's a great idea, babe. You're more than welcome, guys." 


Nikki looked at Tommy, who shrugged. "Up to you, Nik | just don't want to be sleeping in the car tonight” 


"What about the bar?" 


"We gave the staff the day off today and they can take care of tomorrow's opening," Richie explained. "We're 
seeing my mom today for a Christmas lunch but we're not staying late. She's going to my Aunt's place for 


dinner." 
"And my mom is doing lunch tomorrow," Jon added, "so you won't be putting us out at all” 


"Listen," Richie said, "you go do your thing today. You got our number, call us if you need a bed tonight. I'd 
really like to have more time to talk, though." 


"Okay..." Nikki agreed. "I'll let you know either way, what we decide to do. | don't want to be accused of crashing 


a honeymoon or whatever you got going on 


"A honeymoon will have to wait for a while, unfortunately," Richie shrugged, looking at Jon, "considering | didn't 


even know this was happening. You won't be crashing anything." 


Later that morning, after they'd packed their bags, paid and thanked their hosts, Nikki and Tommy loaded their 
bags into the rental car. Jon and Richie had left just before them after giving them instructions on how to get 
to Rosie's. 


Nikki started the car and turned on the heat, holding his hands in front of the vent. "I'd forgotten how fucking 
cold it gets out here," he said as he put the car into drive and pulled out of the car park. "Glad I'm not living 
out on those streets anymore. Fuck, that was a bitch." 


I'm thankful that | managed to find you again, then, babe," Tommy said, laying his hand on Nikki's thigh. "I hate 
to think of you out there, cold and alone." 


"Hmm, it was brutal but I'm still here," Nikki replied and quickly snagged Tommy around the neck for a kiss. 
They drove with no real destination in mind, just spending time together without interruptions of business or 
people, cruising down the coastline for a while and stopping for lunch at a soup kitchen that Nikki saw open 
when their stomachs needed fuel again. They ate their fill and left a sizable donation as their payment, wishing 
everyone a happy holiday as they left. 


"Where are we off to next, Nik?" Tommy asked, settling back into the car, lighting a cigarette and pushing the 
seat back to stretch his long legs out. 


"L.l got something | want to show you," Nikki said as they drove back toward the city limits. "You can take a 


nap, babe, while | drive. Its gonna take about an hour." 


"Sure?" 


"Yeah, of course," Nikki replied and smiled when Tommy started to snore softly a few minutes later. 

He'd been thinking about this since breakfast and he wanted to share it with Tommy, a piece of his past. 
Whether it was going to become part of his future, was yet to be determined. He couldn't even guarantee the 
welcome he'd receive but he felt he needed to know where he stood these days. He would be fine if it didn't 
work out because he had Tommy in his life now and all that entailed 


Nikki shook Tommy awake a few streets away from his destination. "We're almost there, baby." 


Tommy yawned and stretched. "Where's here?" he asked, straightening up and peering out at the rows of 
suburban houses. "This doesn't look like the city, Nik” 


"No..it's far from the city," Nikki answered softly. His heart was starting to pound the closer he got, pulling 
into a drive shortly afterwaras. 


He turned to Tommy and said, "Before we get out.| don't know how this is going to go so.. just be prepared for 


fireworks." 


Err..okay," Tommy agreed, slightly confused, and Nikki leaned over the console to kiss him, fiercely, deeply, 
passionately. 


‘| love you, Tommy," Nikki said, pulling away from his lover. "Thank you for always being there for me." 
"Nik..you're starting to scare me," Tommy frowned, as confusion was rapidly becoming worry. "I love you too." 
With a final quick kiss, Nikki said, "C'mon.let's do this." He pushed open the car door as Tommy did the same. He 
walked around to the passenger side and held his hand out to Tommy, leading him up the front stairs of the 
small, slightly run-down house. Nikki pressed the doorbell and waited, bouncing on his toes with nerves. 

The door opened a few moments later and a tall brunette woman said, "Merry Chris-..Nikki?!" 


"Merry Christmas, Deanna," Nikki replied. 


"Well, look what the cat dragged in.and he's bought another stray. So, who's this?" Deanna asked, still standing 


in the doorway. 


Nikki turned to Tommy, seeing the love in his eyes and smiled before turning back to his mother, "Mom..this is 


Tommy. He's the love of my life and | want you to get to know him because he's not going anywhere." 


Nikki might not be ready for marriage yet, but he damn well knew that he wasn't letting Tommy get away 


from him, ever! 


"Hello, Nikki's Mom," Tommy smiled and waved. 


**END** 
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Chapter Text 


It was late Monday evening. Nikki and Tommy had finished dinner and were spending a quiet night at home 
together. Tommy was just searching for a video to watch whilst Nikki was in the kitchen finishing the washing 


up. 
The preceding weekend had been particularly stressful after Nikki's encounter with his beloved Street Rat. 
Accusations flew between Nikki and Tommy in a heated conversation, but, after pointed and at times difficult 
discussions, they'd reached a compromise that suited them both. Admittedly the makeup sex had been wild and 
particularly enjoyable, even by their standards, but now they felt the need to spend some time together 
without external distractions. 

Nikki was still in the kitchen when the phone rang, so it was Tommy who lifted the receiver. 

"Your coinl" he answered carelessly. 

"Nikki?" The caller questioned uncertainly, obviously not expecting his voice. 

"Nah, dude. This is Tommy," he replied laughingly. "Nikki's here, though. Can | tell him who's calling?" 

‘Its Jon," the voice on the phone replied briefly. 

"Oh! Jon! Heard a lot about you, dude!" Tommy said in a far more serious tone. "Hang on, I'll get Nikki for you." 
He dropped the phone onto the tabletop before Jon had a chance to respond and went to the kitchen to fetch 
Nikki. 


"Nikki, phone call for you. It's Jon," Tommy said quietly. He knew that his lover had been half expecting this call. 


"Oh fuck! So soon," Nikki sighed, putting down the tea towel he was using. "Did he say.?" 

"No. Nothing," Tommy put a hand on Nikki's shoulder. "Go talk to him, I'll finish up here." 

Tommy nodded his thanks and walked through to the lounge to pick up the receiver. 

"Loverboy?" he asked. 

"Nikki.can you be here by Friday?" Jon's voice sounded raw as if he'd been crying recently. 

"For Richie..td do anything. I'll be there," Nikki replied firmly. "Just let me know where and when the funeral is." 
"Good," Jon acknowledged. "It'll be at the local cemetery. I'll confirm the address once | have the times." 


"Understood. | know where the cemetery is." Nikki paused, then asked his most important question. "Did he...did 
Richie make it in time?" 


"Yeah..but only just," Jon replied. "Adam was mostly drugged out of it, but he managed to speak to Richie and 
they had a chance to say their goodbyes before..well before." 


"Fuck," Nikki sighed. "I don't have to ask how Richie is, do |?" 

"About how you would expect,” Jon laughed mirthlessly. "We all are." 

"OK, I'll make sure that I'm there, you just let me know when" 

"Will do, Nikki," Jon replied "Ill be in touch soon" 

"IIl wait for your call. Thanks, Jon" Nikki hung up before Jon could react to Nikki using his name rather than 
his nickname. He moved towards the kitchen, only to see Tommy waiting for him beside the sofa. Nikki walked 
over and into his lover's arms, gratefully accepting the offered hug. 


"| guess that was the call you expected," Tommy asked as Nikki eased away from him. 


"Yeah," Nikki shrugged. "Ah fuck! | kinda hoped Richie would have had longer with his dad, but at least he got 


there in time to talk to him one last time." 
"When do you need to fly out?" Tommy asked. 
"Thursday afternoon at the latest. The funeral will be on Friday.” 


"Okay," Tommy said. "That gives us time to organise cover at our clubs." 


"Our clubs?" Nikki asked, surprised. "You're coming too?" 

"Yeah. | thought you might be glad of the company..and I'd like to meet Richie and Jon," Tommy replied. "I'll need 
to check with Dad, but | think his suite at the Intercontinental will probably be free. We could stay there for a 
few nights and spend the weekend in New York. I'll get the flights booked through his usual travel agency too." 


"Thanks, baby," Nikki smiled. "I guess I'm gonna owe you for this." 


"Give me ten minutes to make some phone calls, Nik" Tommy smirked, licking his lips "Then we'll see about a 


down payment.” 
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As yet unnoticed, Nikki and Tommy stood together a short distance from the gathered family and close 
friends, not wanting to intrude into such a painful family moment. It wasn't until the casket was being lowered 
that they quietly moved to stand opposite the main group of mourrers. 

Suddenly Richie looked up and saw them. Nikki smiled at his Street Rat, then nodded to Jon who he saw giving 
his lover's hand a reassuring squeeze. Several of those in attendance also became aware of them, warily 
assessing the rather intimidating strangers dressed in dark jeans and black leather jackets. 

Once the formalities were complete Richie and Jon walked over to greet them. 


"You came," Richie said. 


Nikki wrapped him in a strong hug, before pulling back slightly to whisper in his ear. "Of course, | did. I'd do 
anything for you." 


For several seconds Richie accepted the comfort offered by Nikki's arms before gathering his strength. As 
Nikki released his hold, Richie stepped away and turned to Tommy. 


"You must be Tommy," Richie said as he held out his hand. 


"Nice to meet you, Richie,” Tommy replied, shaking Richie's hand. He took a moment to look over the man he 


knew still held a piece of Nikk's heart. "Sorry it had to be in these circumstances, man" 
"Yeah, well." Richie trailed off before pulling Jon forward. "This is my fiance, Jon" 

Hello Tommy," Jon also shook the taller man's hand, "Pleased to meet you! 

"Nice to meet you too Jon," Tommy replied. "Thanks for your help this week" 


"Help?" Richie queried. 


"Jon's been keeping us up to date with arrangements so that we could be here," Tommy explained. 
"How long are you staying?" Jon asked. 

"Just the weekend," Nikki said. "We could only arrange cover for a couple of days." 

"So you'll come back to Mom's for the wake?" Richie asked. 


"| dunno..," Nikki hedged. He didn't really want to be stuck with a bunch of old people as they sipped their tea 
and nibbled on whatever the fuck they ate at wakes. 


"Please? I've got a bottle of Jack and the basement calling my name at this moment,” Richie said, touching 
Nikki's arm. "I don't mind sharing." 


Nikki looked at Jon, who was studying Nikki, arms crossed and with a frown creasing between his eyes. He could 
feel the tension rolling off him in waves. "Only if Loverboy there, says it's okay," Nikki said, indicating to Jon 
with his chin. 


Jon inhaled sharply, startled out of his thoughts. He looked between the three in front of him and nodded, "If 
that's what you want, Mookie." 


"Awesome!" Tommy exclaimed. "We'll bring some booze too, won't we, Nik?! Maybe a little something else to 


take the edge off?" 
"No!" Jon barked "Not at Joan's place." 
"But-," Richie started. 


"No, Mookie," Jon said, standing firm. "You're not thinking straight at the moment and | won't let your Mom be 
exposed to whatever they bring in" 


"Loverboy is right, Tommy," Nikki said, placing his hand on Tommy's chest in a soothing touch. "We can do that 
later back at the hotel. Just you, just me and a whole load of blow and booze. How does that sound?" 


"Like the perfect night, baby," Tommy purred, slinking up against Nikki's side like a cat seeking attention 
"Richard?! We're taking your mom back to her place now," an older woman called out. 


"Okay, Aunt Stella," Richie replied with a wave. "We'll be there in a moment." Richie turned back to Nikki. "Do 


you still remember the address?" 


Nikki nodded, "Yeah, | think so but you'd better give it to me again, just in case." 


After the address was exchanged and Richie and Jon walked off to rejoin their family, hand in hand, Nikki gave 
himself a full-body shake. 


"Are you okay, Nik?" Tommy asked, draping his arm across Nikki's shoulders to bring him in close. 


Nikki sighed and melted into his lover's embrace. "Yeah, I'm fine. Loverboy's scrutiny was a little intense..got me 
itching between my shoulders," he replied as they stood under the canopy of trees in the filtered sunlight. 
When Tommy started rubbing in that same spot, Nikki groaned happily, "Oh yeah..right there...” 


"| could feel the bad juju rolling off him," Tommy chuckled. "I'm sure they're having a very similar discussion 
right about now." 


"Why's that? You were fine.weren't you?!" Nikki pulled back to look at Tommy's face, trying to read him. 
"Babe, let's not -," Tommy started to say. 
"No! | want to hear it," Nikki pushed, stepping back from Tommy's arms. "What were you going to say?" 


Tommy sighed, shuffling his feet and said, "Well..babe, are you sure there's nothing left between you and 
Richie? | mean, the way you both look at each other and..." 


"And, what, Tommy?" Nikki asked, getting a bad feeling about where this conversation was heading. 


Tommy turned and paced off a few steps before facing Nikki again, "They way you almost fucked him last 
week! Happy now?! Goddamn it, Nikki, the air was thick with it and we're standing in the fucking fresh air!" 
Tommy's voice had got louder with each word, the anger still fresh from the previous week's revelation. "It's 


no wonder Jon was so prickly just now." 


“Tommy..babe, we went over this last week," Nikki pleaded. "| thought you understood that it was just a random 
spur of the moment thing!" 


Tommy huffed a disbelieving breath, side-eyeing Nikki. "I'm not so sure about that now after seeing you both 
together." 


Nikki took two large strides to Tommy and sunk his fists into his shirt, surprising his lover as he claimed 
Tommy's mouth with a possessiveness that shocked Nikki, himself. The kiss broke when they both needed air; 
Nikki dragging his mouth across Tommy's cheek to his ear, as they gasped for air. "Only you, Tommy," Nikki 
purred as he felt Tommy's fingers dig into his back and the unmistakable throb of Tommy's jean-clad erection 
coming to life between them. "| need you, baby. Only you..." 


Over Tommy's shoulder, Nikki saw a large tree just inside the woods that skirted the outside of the small 
cemetery. Fumbling, he found one of Tommy's hands and dragged him over to the tree, pushing him up against 


the rough bark. 
Tommy, with his face smashed against the trunk of the tree, snarled, "I can't lose you again, Nikki. | can’t..." 


"You won't, baby!" Nikki desperately scrabbled at Tommy's pants, fighting against the belt and buttons, finally 
dragging them down just enough for his needs. He freed himself within moments and spat onto his hand before 
covering his needy and impatient cock with it, combining it with the precum beading from the eye in 
anticipation. "Tommy..| only want two things in this world," Nikki panted against Tommy's cheek as he pushed 


through Tommy's most intimate defences, "I want you.and | want us Forever and always.” 


Tommy moaned through the intrusion but pushed back against Nikki, seeking more until Nikki was panting with 
the effort to hold himself in check, allowing Tommy to get accustomed to the lack of lube. "Niiiiki..." Tommy 
pleaded. "Fuck!" 


"Shhh.my Tommy," Nikki murmured as his hips started to rock gently. "There's a caretaker just over there on 
the other lawn. So unless you wanna get caught or have the police called," Nikki pulled out partially, "then stay 


quiet, my love." 

He couldn't help his hips from moving any longer once Tommy nodded his agreement of silence. Getting Tommy 
to brace himself against the trunk, Nikki watched himself pull out of the warmth of Tommy's body. It had to 
be one of the most erotically dirty sights and Nikki loved every moment of it. It appealed to his darker side 
that he was fucking his lover outdoors, with oblivious people within hearing range. 


Tommy hissed. "Nik.inside jacket pocket. Lube..," he breathed. 


Nikki kissed Tommy's shoulder as he reached around his slim body and into Tommy's pocket, finding amongst 
the detritus of life, a small tube of gel. "My little Boy Scout,” Nikki huffed fondly. 


He flipped the cap and squeezed a generous amount over himself and Tommy where they were joined, slowly 
working himself back in now that Tommy wasn't in any pain. “Better, babe?" 


"Yeah." Tommy replied, shifting his stance wider to allow for Nikki's slightly shorter legs. 
Nikki smiled at Tommy's back, slipping the lube into his own pocket so that he had two free hands to roam 
over his lover. Up under his shirt, dragging his nails down his spine, watching the muscles twitch and squirm 


as he felt himself brush over Tommy's prostate over and over again with each roll of his hips. 


"My Tommy," Nikki murmured, bending over to lay random kisses over his shoulders as his other hand slid 


over Tommy's bony hips and around his side. 
Tommy huffed out an amused breath, "Fuck, that tickled.ctmon Nik, baby, touch me already..pleasel” 


"What?! Like this?" Nikki replied, trailing his fingers up and down Tommy's length in a whisper-touch tease. 


"Ahh..shit, no," Tommy whined, bucking when Nikki's nails skimmed the over-sensitive head. "Harder!" 


"Harder, huh?" Nikki growled and thrust his hips harshly against Tommy's as he tightened his grip on the cock 


in his hand. In return, Tommy clamped down around Nikki, making them both groan out loud. "Fuck..!" 


He saw the caretaker look up from his gardening and look around for the sound. Nikki clamped his other hand 
over Tommy's mouth, feeling his hot breath against his palm before his teeth sank into the flesh. Nikki 
grunted and replied with a brutal upward thrust of his hips, almost lifting Tommy off his feet, their boots 
sinking into the woods fecund dirt. 


When the caretaker went back to what he was doing, moving further away from the copulating pair, Nikki felt 
safe enough to take his hand from Tommy's mouth. 


"Nikki..." Tommy panted. "Need to..ch god..hold you..see you...” 


Nikki frantically looked around and saw that the caretaker had disappeared and that there were no other 
humans around. He slowly withdrew from Tommy's body with a whimper, the slurp of his cock leaving the 


confines of the delicious warm body was the only sound carried on the slight breeze. 


As soon as he was free, he grabbed Tommy and pulled them both down onto the soft leaf-litter floor. Nikki 
covered Tommy, claiming his mouth in a deep kiss and feeling Tommy wrap his arms around him, holding him 


close, tightly. 


Their kisses became frantic; lips, teeth and tongues never seemingly reaching enough flesh beneath them. Their 
hips, bare to the world between pushed up shirts and pants forced down to just above their knees, rolled and 
grazed against each other, driving each other to the brink of collapse. 


“Tommy..need..fuck," Nikki growled finally, frustrated beyond belief. He rolled Tommy to the side, away from 
him, and pushed his legs at right angles to his body to expose Tommy's most vulnerable body part to his eyes. 
Nikki's heart leapt at the sight and he thought Tommy was the most stunning creature he'd ever seen; his 
very own wood nymph. Tommy's long hair was spread out around him, mingling with the multi-hued leaves and 
twigs that made their makeshift bed. He took a moment to just drink it all in and commit the scene to his 


memory. 
"Fuckin! hurry, baby," Tommy whimpered. 

Tommy's hands were everywhere; over himself, over as much of Nikki as he could reach as Nikki searched out 
the lube again. He swiftly coated himself and let the almost empty tube drop from his careless fingers to the 


ground and fell onto his hands, bracing himself above the brunette beneath him. 


He lined himself up with Tommy again and pushed through the doorway to heaven, his thrusts and hip rolls 
becoming more frantic the closer his release got. "Shit," he gasped at the renewed sensations that the 


different angles of entry created. "Jesus Christ, Tommy..," he breathed. 


Tommy whined in response, his hand flying as he stroked himself, unable to form words as his eyes almost 


rolled back in his head. 


‘I'm yours, baby. Tell me I'm yours! I'll never want anyone else this way. You own my heart, my body and my 


soul, my Tommy.” 


"Nik... my Nikkil" Tommy gasped, his mouth forming a perfect O as his orgasm crashed through him with Nikki's 
words as though they, alone, brought him to his peak. 


Nikki felt the crush of Tommy's perfect ass around his cock and he wanted to roar through his own release 


but instead, he bit down hard on the leather of Tommy's jacket, permanently leaving teeth marks in the grain 
Nikki collapsed in the dirt beside Tommy, both men gasping for air as the trees rustled above them. Propping 
himself up on an elbow, Nikki reached for Tommy's hand and brought the sticky fingers to his mouth and licked 
each of the digits clean. He sucked the fingers into his mouth, swirling his tongue in and around then, pulling 
them out with an audible pop. 


"Mmmm," Tommy hummed dreamily. "Who says funerals aren't fun?!" 


Nikki chuckled, kissing his lover's knuckles tenderly. "I know, right?! The last place | thought I'd be bare-assed is 


ina cemetery.” 


Tommy popped his head up and looked around, saying, "Well.technically, we're outside the cemetery not in it. 
That would just be fucking creepy, dude." 


Nikki smiled down at Tommy, touching his face in a soft caress. "Tommy..we're straight on the whole me 


leaving again thing, right? | don't want you to ever think I'm going anywhere again" 


‘lm sorry, Nikki. That was stupid of me..and childish," Tommy replied. "Its just.it was the first time I'd seen 
you both together and.it freaked me out a little." 


"| didn't know we were that obvious," Nikki frowned slightly. "I guess..as long as you know that it's only you that 


| want now, right?!" 


"| do," his lover replied and reached up to pull Nikki down for a lingering kiss. "We should get going if we're going 
to the wake." 


"Oh shit," Nikki groaned. "I guess so. l'm enjoying the breeze through my pubes at the moment, though," he said 
with a lazy smile. 


Tommy snorted and they both ended up in a giggling, kissing mess before pulling themselves together. Tommy 


wriggled his pants back up first and somehow found the energy to stand upright. He stood over Nikki as he 
adjusted himself back into his pants and fixed his shirt. 


"Um..Tom?!" Nikki said, holding his hand up for Tommy to haul him upright. "Thanks. By the way, you're gonna 
have to either tuck your shirt in or keep your jacket on, babe." He tugged on the hem of Tommy's shirt where 
it had trailed through his cum. 


"Nah, babe," Tommy grinned. "I'm gonna wear that with pride." He slung his arm around Nikki's shoulder once 


Nikki had redressed himself and walked back to their car. 
ww 


Nikki pulled the car up in the little dead-end street that the Sambora house was located on and looked around. 
Just beyond the houses was swampland and the houses themselves were small and fairly nondescript. The only 
outstanding feature of the Sambora house was the number of cars parked in the drive and clustered around it 


on the street. 


Nikki cursed himself for agreeing to this; it had been a long time since he'd done anything so..domestic and 
suburban His life was out in LA now and firmly established in the club scene. He didn't do ‘family’. 


Tommy had already got out of the car and was tucking his shirt in, or at least the soiled part, unwilling to risk 
offending the main group of mourners. Nikki joined him on the passenger side of the car and leaned against the 
side, lighting a cigarette, blowing the smoke to the sky. He looked at Tommy and smiled. His dark wood nymph 

with his halo of brunette wavy hair, dressed all in black; jeans, boots, leather jacket, dark sunglasses and shirt. 


"Ready?" Tommy asked, reaching into the car for the bottle of whiskey they purchased after leaving the 


cemetery. 


"| guess," Nikki shrugged and offered the cigarette to Tommy. Tommy drew deeply on it before dropping it to 
the ground and stamping it out with the toe of his boot: 


They walked hand in hand up to the front door and Nikki pressed the doorbell. He looked around behind him, 


getting the feeling they were being watched but pushed it away as his imagination after seeing no one. 

The door was opened by a tall, grey-haired woman that Nikki had seen at the cemetery. She had some familial 
similarities to Richie so he assumed that she must be related somehow. Trying to school her face not to show 
surprise at the guests, she asked, "Can | help you?" 


"Is Str- Richie around? Or Jon?" Nikki asked. 


"Oh! You were at the cemetery, weren't you? Come on in," the woman said, opening the door wider. "I'm 


Richard's aunt, Stella" 


Nikki stepped through the door first, gripping Tommy's fingers tightly, and introduced themselves. "I'm Nikki and 
this is Tommy. Richie and | are old friends" He wasn't about to drop the words ex-/over in front of what 


seemed to be a retirement village of old people looking at them with open curiosity. 


"The boys are down in the basement," Stella offered, leading the way through the small crowd. "It got too 
much for Richard after Simon and the guys in the band left, so Jon took him down there. I'll show you the 


way. 
"Where is Mrs Sambora?" Tommy asked, squeezing Nikki's fingers. "We'd like to offer our condolences." 


"Oh! Of course. Joanie's just through here," Stella said. "Joanie, these are friends of Richard's. Nikki and Tommy, 


wasn't it?" She looked expectantly at the newcomers. 


“That's right," Nikki nodded then turned to the smaller woman and figured that Richie must have got his height 
from his father. 


"Mrs Sambora.we're sorry for your loss. It was a lovely service," Tommy said, shaking her hand. Nikki agreed 


and took her hand once Tommy had released it. 


"Nikki. know you, don't |?" Joan asked, turning her red-rimmed eyes up to his, thinking for a minute. "Jon's 


eighteenth birthday at the diner, wasn't it?" 


"Yes! That was me," Nikki turned on his best smile. "Left to go back home," he turned to Tommy and smiled at 
him, "the following day." 


"Oh, | thought you lived in the city, dear?" Joan asked. 
"| used to. But now home is in California with Tommy.” 


‘Its a joy to see two people so in love," she replied. "Thank you for being here for Richard. He's downstairs 
with Jon, | believe." 


"Yes, | was just showing them the way," Stella added. Joan bid them their leave and Stella continued to the 
basement door. She knocked and opened the door, calling out, "Richard?! Jon?! Tommy and Nikki are here. Shall | 
send them down?" 


"Yeah, thanks, Aunt Stella," Richie called back, his voice thick. 


"Have a nice time, boys. Oh, and if you're looking for something to eat, there's plenty here," Stella smiled and 
stepped out of the way to let them pass, closing the door behind them. 


Tommy, once the door was closed, immediately pulled his shirt from his pants with a sigh of relief as he 


followed Nikki down. When they reached the bottom, Nikki looked around and saw Richie and Jon sprawled 


together on an old sofa Jon was in the corner with Richie between his legs, petting him like a lap dog. 

"Took your sweet time," Richie said, slurring slightly. 

"And it looks like you haven't wasted any, babe," Nikki commented looking at the coffee table in front of them, 
littered with beer bottles and glasses. There were candles lit all over the room and the radio playing softly in 
the corner was set to a classic rock station. 


"Bought you more supplies, dude," Tommy said, waving the bottle in the air. 


"You're a scholar and a gentleman, man," Richie raised his almost empty glass which Tommy refilled as Nikki 


found two semi-clean glasses amongst the detritus. 


"There's a beer fridge in the corner," Jon said, pointing over his shoulder. "There's some cola in there or 


beers." 

"We don't have any ice, though," Richie drawled. "I used it all” 

Tommy poured drinks for himself and Nikki before asking, "Mind if | make myself at home, dude?" 
"Nah, man," Richie said, waving his arms magnanimously. "Mi casa es su casa 


Tommy gave Richie a thumbs up and proceeded to kick off his boots and shed his jacket. Nikki soon did the 
same with his jacket and pulled his tie off from around his neck. They both fell into the other beat-up old 
couch and Tommy curled up against Nikki's side with a contented sigh. "I'm so fucked," he said, taking a swallow 


of the amber liquid. 
"Good!" Nikki grinned, oblivious to Jon's eyes watching them closely. "Hope | made my point clear enough." 


"Time and time again," Tommy chortled, happily. He reached up and tugged a leaf from Nikki's hair. "You're such 
a mess, dude," he said, holding the leaf between his fingers, twirling it back and forth." 


"You can talk!" Nikki replied, tugging on Tommy's now-loose shirttail. "Thank god you tucked your shirt in to do 


your walk of shame through the house just now." 


"We can leave if you want a private conversation,’ Richie grinned, shifting from Jon's lap to sit up. "You both 
look like you've been mud-wrestling..ch wait!" He stood, albeit unsteadily, and walked over to the other couch 


and took a deep sniff. 


"You dirty dogs," he chuckled, ruffling Nikki's hair affectionately, and turned back to Jon who was watching, 
expectantly. "They fucked somewhere along the way!" he said to Jon as he wobbled over to the radio and 
turned it up a little louder, swaying to the tune. 


"Jealous, Street Rat?" Nikki smirked. "| had a point to prove." 
"Which was?" Jon asked, finally speaking up, stretching himself out further into the beat-up cushions. 


"|I was being a stupid jealous asshole," Tommy said, guilelessly. "Seeing Nikki and Richie together, seeing 


the.spark between them, had me seeing all shades of green" 
Jon's eyes flicked between the two opposite him. "Butch 

"You didn't think you were the only jealous one, did you?" Tommy asked. "I saw you sending daggers Nikki's way: 
Jon frowned and looked toward the ceiling before he said, “Sorry... | didn't know | was. 


‘Cowboy, it rolls off you in waves, baby," Richie added from behind the couch. He leaned down over Jon and 
said, "but that's the reason | love you so much. Nobody has ever been jealous over me before." He dropped a 
kiss on Jon's mouth and, losing himself in the kiss, climbed over the back and onto Jon all without breaking 


their connection 


"Aww. wonder if we look that cute when we're kissing?" Tommy asked, slowly unbuttoning Nikki's shirt and 


sliding a hand inside. 


"Better," Nikki growled and sank his fist into Tommy's hair, bringing him closer. Nikki searched Tommy's eyes 
and saw nothing but his love reflected in them before he claimed Tommy's mouth. Nikki chased after all the 
dark flavours that made up Tommy; the whiskey, the cigarettes, the faint taste of gum or toothpaste and 

that unique flavour that was all Tommy Lee. He heard the soft murmur of the other couple and reluctantly 


pulled away even though his body was telling him to keep going. 


"Jesus Christ..." Nikki muttered, readusting himself surreptitiously, "I feel like I'm in high school, making out in 
the basement on a school night." 


"Yeah, well, this will make it even better," Richie said from his position still between Jon's thighs. With his 
closest arm, he tossed a small jar toward Nikki. "I don't know how long it's been down here," he chuckled, still 
rolling his hips against Jon's in random patterns. "| must've stashed it one night. Goes to show how often Mom 


comes down here to clean" 
Nikki caught the jar and opened it, taking a sniff before Tommy grabbed it from his hands and smelled. 


"Smells fresh enough. You must've had a good seal on the jar," Tommy said as he fished out the tobacco 
papers that were in there as well. There was no answer as Richie had gone back to teasing Jon, and himself, 


with hot and heavy kisses. 


Tommy shifted from Nikki's side and set the jar on the table as Nikki poured another round of drinks. While 
Tommy gleefully rolled a fat joint, Nikki sipped his whiskey and idly allowed his gaze to move from one to the 


other. 


Strangely enough he felt at peace, even with his lover and ex-lover in the same room. Maybe it was the 
residual endorphins running through him from fucking Tommy earlier, the whiskey or watching Richie basically 
fucking Jon in front him. Despite, or perhaps as a result of, his intoxication his Street Rat hadn't lost any of 
his moves, Nikki thought to himself. Jon was now writhing beneath Richie still fully clothed and Nikki was 


tempted to place bets on whether or not Loverboy was going to cum in his pants. 


Tommy fished out his lighter out of his pocket and within moments a sweet-scented cloud rose above his 


head. "Oh, man..," Tommy grinned and passed the joint to Nikki 
Nikki took a hit and let the smoke fill his lungs. He held it for as long as possible before releasing it to join 
Tommy's pall above them. If he was relaxed before the smoke then he was almost boneless after a few 


moments. He idly lay back into his lover's arms, just enjoying the moment. 


Despite the sad and unfortunate occasion that brought all four of them together, right here, right now, life 


was good. 


**END** 
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Chapter 6 - Dancing On Glass 
Sunday Mornings - Chapters 5-4 
Richie's second night at Sixxty4 


Nikki was in his opulently upholstered office at Sixxty9, sprawled on his plush sofa watching the monitor 
screens. There, at the bar, sat his Street Rat, alone, with what looked like a bruise forming on his face, clearly 


making an enthusiastic start on a serious drinking session. 
This was unexpected, he thought. 


Earlier that evening Nikki had been looking forward to another chance to see Richie and his band perform, 
before hopefully spending some alone time with his Street Rat after their set. He had to admit that he'd been 


hugely disappointed to see Loverboy unexpectedly arriving with everyone. 


The band had been on fire, even better than the previous night, and Richie, in particular, had been holding 
nothing back in his vocals or solos. Nikki had known that this was the last night of the tour and he'd guessed 
that Richie was simply enjoying himself without any need to worry about the next performance. As Nikki had 
watched, Richie had shamelessly played up to the girls who were flaunting themselves and crowding against the 
front of the stage. He had to give it to Richie, he certainly knew how to play the crowd. 


Given that Loverboy had been there observing everything, he'd possibly been walking a fine line, or more likely 
deliberately teasing his lover. Nikki had noticed an odd concerned look from Loverboy, but it appeared that he'd 


also had a supply of willing females to deflect. The Sixxty4 regulars could sniff out new meat within moments 
of walking through the front door. 


The biggest surprise for him had been when Jon joined them on stage. Nikki hadn't known that Loverboy could 


sing and certainly not as well as he demonstrated. 


Their duet of Simon and Garfunkel's Bridge Over Troubled Water had been impressive and very emotional, 
bringing tears to the eyes of many of the audience. Nikki was curious as to why Loverboy looked on the verge 
of tears too, but at the end, he'd given a bright smile and, after a hug and peck on the cheek from Richie, had 
fled back to the bar. Nikki barely gave him another thought when he saw Richie's manager talking with him. 


Not my problem, he shrugged and changed the camera to focus on the stage again 


When the band had finished and their equipment had been broken down and hauled out to their bus, Richie had 
met up with the others at the bar. Nikki had thought about going out and joining them, with the intention of 
provoking Loverboy, but had decided to wait until he'd cheered up a bit, before having his fun. Surprisingly 
though, his Street Rat's presence had not improved Loverboy's mood, in fact, it had appeared to make it 
worse. He looked as though someone had cancelled Christmas for the rest of his life. 


Nikki had been interrupted at that point by the bar staff calling him on the office intercom to meet with 
Simon for a debrief and payment of the band's fees. He'd invited Richie's manager into his office whilst they 
had conducted their business, lest he is recognised behind the bar. 


"Don't forget to put Sixxtyd down for another gig next time you're in town," Nikki said, shaking Simon's hand. 
"Best takings we've had for an out of town act." 


"As soon as we get word from the record company, I'll be in touch," Simon replied. "Thanks again, Nikki." Simon 


collected the necessary paperwork and left the office. 


Predictably, by the time Nikki had next looked at the monitors, hitting buttons on the remote to change 
camera angles to locate the two lovers, they had made their way to a quiet booth. Nikki had observed that 
Loverboy was sitting on the guitarist's lap with his arm around his neck and his head buried in his shoulder. 
They had obviously been talking but rather than looking happier now they had both looked more upset. Richie 


seemed angry and perplexed whereas Jon looked like he was shouldering the whole world's problems. 


As Nikki had watched, Loverboy had moved off his lover's lap, had taken his hand and had led him out of the 
club, accompanied by the rest of the band. 


So thats it then, he's gone again, Nikki had thought to himself sadly, regretting missing the chance for a 


conversation earlier, despite Loverboy's presence. 


Which was why Nikki was somewhat nonplussed to be watching his Street Rat sitting alone at the bar, only a 
few hours after they'd left, unmistakably drowning his sorrows. Deciding he needed to find out more, Nikki 


stood up and left his office. 
He made his way to the end of the bar, propping himself next to the clearly oblivious guitarist. 
"Where's Jonny?" 


Richie swung his head up in surprise, looking at Nikki, through the hair hanging down around his face and 
shrugged. 


‘Lovers quarrel?" Nikki asked, touching Richie's already bruised face drawing a stool up to sit beside him. 
"Kinda," Richie shrugged, threw back the last of his drink and ordered another. 


"So you're drowning your sorrows," Nikki commented almost unnecessarily. It was then that a thought struck 


him. "How did you get here, babe?" 
"Walked," Richie seemed unwilling to give more than one-word answers. 


"But you're staying at-," Nikki couldn't help himself commenting out of surprise. The hotel Simon had mentioned 


was several miles away from Sixxty4. 


"Yeah. walked all that way," Richie rudely cut him off. "Nik.'m sorry, but | just want to forget for a bit, 
okay?" 


"Do | need to go have words with him?" Nikki growled, picturing Loverboy punching Richie and throwing him out 
of the hotel room. He watched, concern growing exponentially, as Richie shook his head and downed most of his 
fresh glass of Jack in one mouthful. 


"Fuck, babe..slow down and savour it a little," Nikki warned his clearly troubled friend. 


"Not tonight, Nikki," Richie said and was about to raise his glass again when Nikki decided enough was enough 
and grabbed the glass in one hand and Richie's hand in the other, 


"Come with me, babe. | have something that may help," he said sliding Richie's fingers between his own and 
leading him towards his office. As they made their way through the crowd, Nikki, who was completely focused 
on getting Richie to safety, absently kissed the cheeks of beautiful women and nodded to other acquaintances. 


Releasing Richie's hand Nikki opened the security door and led Richie down the corridor towards the solitude of 
his office. 


"Where are we going, Nik?" Richie asked sadly, wearily. 


Nikki stopped outside the Manager's Office, keyed in the code and swung the door open. "Welcome to my office, 


babe," he said proudly, sweeping his arm through the door for Richie to enter. 
"Your office?!" Richie said looking around the luxurious room in confusion. 


Nikki chuckled, closing and locking the door behind them. "Make yourself at home, babe," he grinned. He watched 


Richie take it all in as he moved further into the room. 
"What the hell, Nik?" Richie asked as he looked around, falling into the overstuffed butter-soft leather sofa. 


Nikki placed Richie's drink on the glass coffee table in front of the sofa giving him a wink and a lecherous 
smirk. He crossed to the large safe, in the corner behind the black-lacquered desk and made swift work of the 
combination. Opening the door he reached within to remove an ornate decorative bowl, filled with white powder, 
a razor and a small silver straw. This should calm him down somewhat, Nikki thought to himself. 


‘Seems we're both in the same business these days, huh?" Nikki cocked his eyebrow at Richie as he sat and 


placed the bowl on the coffee table. 


"lim not into that business though," Richie said pointing to the bowl of white powder. Nikki noted though that 
Richie's interest had been sparked because he shifted closer, leaning his elbows on his knees. "What's going on, 


Nikki?" 


Nikki doled out some of the course coke onto the tabletop and proceeded to chop it with the razor, diligently 
cutting it into the finest of powder. Richie watched him closely but made no comment. The way Richie ran his 


hand over his mouth, Nikki guessed that Richie was salivating for the pretty white stuff. 


They used to use a fair amount of coke when they were dating, though only on nights that Al didn't have him 
out on the streets, but Nikki had never seen Richie this keen. Loverboy must have him on a short leash these 


days. 
| never did tell you why | came back that time, did 1?" Nikki said, trying to encourage Richie to talk. 


“Something about a guy.. Tommy, wasn't it?" Richie spoke slowly, seemingly fighting the effects of the alcohol 


he had consumed. 


"Yeah, Tommy," Nikki smiled as he separated out multiple lines of the white powder. "Tommy had just told me 
that his family was in the hospitality business and that he wasn't just another street rat like you and | were." 


Bending over the table, Nikki held the straw to his nose and inhaled a line then repeated it with his other 
nostril. "He'd also just bought this place..for me. No strings." 


Falling back against the cushions with a satisfied sigh, he closed his eyes and held the straw out to his guest. "| 
needed to decide what | wanted in my life. | mean.how does someone just buy a fucking nightclub for their 


boyfriend," Nikki hated that term but there was no better alternative at this point in time and the neurons in 


his brain were zinging all over the place, frazzling his mind so that he couldn't quite grasp another term, "and 


expect him.me to accept said nightclub with good grace and not be shocked as fuck about it?" 


Richie whistled as he looked around. "So where is he now?" he asked, taking the straw and snorting the lines 
quickly. As Nikki watched Richie visibly relaxed. "Fuck.that's top quality, Nik," Richie commented, rubbing his 
finger through the residual powder and swiping it over his gums. He reached for his drink and swallowed the 


last of the now-warm liquid. 


"Right?! Told ya I'd take care of you, babe," Nikki smiled one of his slow, sexy half-smiles as he scooped out 
some more, chipping away at it. "Oh, Tommy's around. He's probably making the rounds of the bars they 


own.or waiting for me at home. I'm not letting that one get away as | did with you." 


"So..back up a little here," Richie said, suddenly. "if you run this place, then you would have known | was playing 
last night." 


Nikki grinned and snorted another line, "Fuck, babe, | leapt on the chance to book you as soon as your agent 


shopped you around. So. came and said hello last night.” 


Nikki let his head spin delightfully as all other receptors through his body started to fire up with the chemical 


coursing through him. 


"Would have done the same tonight but | saw you with Jonny so | watched you from up here." He pointed to 
the surveillance monitors. "You didn't mention he was coming out last night, so I'm guessing it was a surprise 


from Loverboy?" 


Richie grabbed the straw from Nikki's lax fingers and snorted two lines in quick succession, falling back against 


Nikki's shoulder. As the drug took hold, Richie slumped further and further, until his head rested in Nikki's lap. 


Nikki sifted his fingers through Richie's hair, gently scraping his nails against his scalp, soothing him as he used 
to during the time they dated. He gazed down at his ex-lover with a gentle smile on his face. 


Eventually, Richie opened his eyes, those so familiar brown orbs meeting his own concerned gaze and Nikki 
waited to see what would happen next. The coke and alcohol had taken their toll, the slightly unfocused gaze 
searching his face as they sat together in the relative silence as the noise of the bar receded with each 


passing second. 


Richie reached up and caressed his cheek, brushing his thumb over his cheekbone before slipping his hand 
around to cup the back of his head. Nikki felt his head pulled down as Richie lifted his until their lips met in a 
soft kiss, as they had the previous night. Unable to resist, and in truth not wanting to, Nikki's tongue licked 
along and then broached Richie's lips, rapidly heating the connection between them. 


Without warning, Nikki was pushed back to lie on the soft leather as Richie moved to straddle his lap. Strong 
guitarists finger sank into his dark hair, yanked his head back and deepened the kiss. Nikki let Richie take the 


lead, all thoughts of how unwise this was dissolving into the rising lust. 


Nikki grabbed Richie's jacket, hauling it roughly from his shoulders and letting it fall to the floor, instantly 


forgotten. His T-shirt soon joined it before he scraped his nails down Richie's bare skin. 


Richie moaned into Nikki's mouth as his roving hands found the buttons on Nikki's shirt, slipping them through 
the holes with ease. Nikki felt his stomach muscles contract and his hips buck when Richie's knuckles brushed 


over the warm skin there. 


Nikki broke the kiss and licked a broad stripe up Richie's throat before moving his skilled mouth lower. Richie 
groaned and arched into the sensation, bracing his hands on Nikki's knees as Nikki fumbled at Richie's jean 
buttons, setting his cock free. Shifting lower in the overstuffed seat cushions Nikki quickly flicked his own pants 


open. 


"Fuck, babel" Nikki growled, yanking Richie closer so that he could grip both dicks with his hand, squeezing them 
tightly as he worked both slowly but surely, spreading their slippery fluids in the process. Lost in the euphoria 
of coke, alcohol, the familiar mouth locked to his and the friction of two cocks brushing together, Nikki knew 
what he wanted. 


"Jonny." Richie breathed, his head hung back over his shoulder, eyes closed, lost in his coke and alcohol addled 


brain, clearly unaware of where he was and who he was with. 


What the fuck? Nikki thought, sudden realisation breaking through his intoxicated lust. Snarling in frustration he 
let go, collapsing back against the couch with a huff of breath as their over sensitised cocks danced between 


them. 


Nikki scrubbed his hands over his face and waited to see Richie's reaction. Richie whined a little in protest, 


slowly opening his eyes then let out a surprised gasp. 


"Oh fuck.Nikki.l'm- I'm so sorry," he said. "Fuck.perfect, just fucking perfect. | accuse Jon of cheating on me, 
then | go and do exactly that." 


Richie rose slowly off Nikki's lap and turned away, fumbling with his pants. Nikki noted idly, that an envelope and 


a room key fell from Richie's pocket but he couldn't bring himself to move to retrieve them. 


"Nikki.l'm sorry, baby, l- | don't know what to say," Richie mumbled contritely after he'd turned back, his pants 


now partially done up. 
"Don't sweat it, babe," Nikki offered him a small smile. "| enjoyed having you in my arms again but I'll survive a 
case of blue-balls until | see Tommy later." He sat unmoved, undone shirt and pants ignored with his erection 


still prominent, studying Richie closely. Something was clearly very wrong. 


"You wanna talk about what's goin’ on?" Nikki prompted gently. "Does it have something to do with that 


envelope you dropped?" 


Richie looked down at the envelope. He picked it up and stared at it for a long time, apparently oblivious to Nikki 
watching him, as a shuddering sigh escaped him. 


"Babe?" Nikki prompted, standing, quickly fastening his own pants and taking a step towards Richie, "Are you 
okay?" 


Any residual disappointment at the interrupted fuck was forgotten and forgiven as Richie shook his head and 
broke down in front of him, fat tears dropping onto the crumpled paper that he was almost crushing in his 


hands. Nikki enfolded him into his arms, holding him tightly as Richie's cries shook both men. 


Nikki didn't notice how long they stood there but eventually, Richie's tears subsided and his breathing evened 
out. Nikki waited patiently for Richie to make the first move until he realised that his Street Rat was shivering 
and he gently pushed him back. 


"Come on.let's get you dressed," he said, picking up the discarded T-shirt. Richie made no protest, as Nikki 


pulled the worn soft cotton over his head, never once letting go of the envelope. 

After helping him into his jacket, Nikki led Richie to the sofa, pulling him down next to him and putting one arm 
around his shoulders. Nikki used his free hand to turn Richie's face towards him, studying the rapidly darkening 
bruise. 

"You didn't have that earlier this evening when you were playing. | take it Loverboy is responsible." When Richie 
didn't answer Nikki continued angrily, "Give me one good reason why | shouldn't find him and kick his fucking ass 
right now." 


"Because | deserved it," Richie mumbled. 


"Why?!" Nikki was genuinely curious as to what Richie thought he had done that his lover had the right to hit 


him. 


"| called him a liar and..and | accused him of cheating on me and sleeping around while | was out on the road." 


Richie took a deep breath and let it out before continuing, "Then | went and did exactly that.” 

Nikki winced. What just happened between them was hardly cheating, well not really, not in his view. It was 
barely a hand job. But he knew he was more than partly to blame for the latter. Still, the question was what 
had Loverboy done that his Street Rat made that accusation 

"Why did you think Jon was lying to you?" Nikki asked, 


"He didn't tell me about my dad," Richie replied shortly, not really giving Nikki any useful information. 


"What about your dad?" Nikki asked gently, only a little surprised when Richie's eyes filled with tears again 
"He's.he's dying.cancer." Richie looked away from Nikki, clearly trying to hide the unshed tears. 

Fuck Nikki thought. "How long?" he asked quietly. 

"Days.maybe only hours" Richie swallowed hard a couple of times 

Double fuck! "Ard the lying?" Nikki prompted 


"Jon knew. He went to see them before he flew out and they told him. They gave him a letter to give to 
me..but he didn't tell me." 


"Why not?" Nikki asked. 


"Dad asked him not to. He wanted to tell me himself, after my last gig." Richie couldn't help the bitterness 
creeping into his voice. "Jon was waiting for me at the hotel last night. He didn't tell me. He was here for a 
whole day and he didn't tell me! Dad could've died before | even had the chance to speak to him!" Richie's voice 


got louder with each sentence. 


"Richie.Jon was only complying with a dying man's wish," Nikki said gently. "He wasn't trying to hurt you or hide 
things from you." 


"He didn't need to.my parents already did that." Richie snarled back, staring at the envelope still gripped tightly 


in his hand. "Months, they've known for months, and they didn't tell me! | could've been there! | could've helped. 
But they shunned me..again.just like the last time..| wasn't good enough for them." 


Nikki waited until Richie wound down before asking. "Did your dad say why he chose to do that?" 
Richie didn't answer. He stared at the envelope in his hand, before suddenly thrusting it towards Nikki. 


Nikki took the proffered envelope from Richie's hand and reached inside for the piece of paper enclosed, 
stopping before removing it. "Are you sure?" he asked. 


Richie nodded and closed his eyes, leaning wearily into the warmth of Nikki's shoulder. 


Nikki took the letter out and read the words that had brought Richie so much pain. He didn't quite get the 
whole idea of being affected by a parent's death considering he never really knew his. To the best of his 
knowledge Richie's parents had kicked him out for being bi and not conforming to their standards but it 


appeared that at some point they had had a successful reconciliation 


Whatever his own feelings were, that was his problem, and by the time Nikki finished reading, he understood 
why Richie was so hurt. It was both a fucking selfish thing for his dad to do, but at the same time also 


selfless. 


Nikk put the letter back in its envelope and looked down at Richie who seemed almost asleep. Moving carefully, 
Nikki stood up, lying Richie's head on the soft leather and lifting his legs to stretch along the length of the 


cushions. 


Satisfied for now, Nikki left Richie on the couch where he finally slipped into grief and, at least partly, drug- 
induced sleep. Picking up Richie's forgotten room key Nikki walked over to his desk, threw himself down into his 
leather office chair and dialled the phone number on the key fob for the reception at Richie's hotel. Checking 
his watch he saw that it was almost 4 am. Too early by conventional standards for a phone call. He wondered 


idly if Jon was sleeping peacefully or frantic with worry. 


It took numerous rings before the grumpy voice of the probably woken-from-sleep night receptionist picked up 
the phone. 


"Room I2 please," Nikki said. Without even bothering to reply, the disgruntled employee transferred the call and 


Nikki heard the ring tone again. This time it was answered before the second ring. 

"Hello?!" Jon answered, sounding as distressed as Richie. Frantic, definitely frantic, Nikki thought. 
"Jon? Its Nikki," he said. "You need to get your ass back to the bar, babe." 

"Nikki?!" Jon sounded totally dumbfounded. "What.wait..why?" 


| have something here that belongs to you," Nikki said looking over at the passed out Richie. "Or do | need to 


come and kick your ass for not looking after him?" 


"Richie?! He's there?" Jon exclaimed, relief evident in his tone. "Thank god! Fuck..is he. tried to help.he pushed 


me away and th-." 


"How about you shut the fuck up, babe," Nikki growled, losing his patience with Jon's rambling, "and get your 


sweet ass down here before | keep him for myself" 


"Like fuck you will," Jon snapped back, clearly annoyed by the threat. "Ill grab a cab now. Just.is he okay?" 
Jon's almost desperate question stopped the rising impatience Nikki was feeling and he took sympathy on the 


younger man, 
"Drunk, high..in pain," Nikki sighed, quietly, "but he's a survivor. You should know that?!" Nikki could hear rustling 
over the line and he suspected that Jon was already grabbing bags ready to leave. "He needs to get home 
though. Before you ask.he told me everything!” 


"We've got tickets on an early flight. | was gonna tell him, but-." 


"Just get both your bags and find a fucking cab back here," Nikki said, tired of Jon's chit-chat. "Ill take care of 
the rest." 


Nikki hung up without waiting for an answer and immediately dialled Tommy's phone. "Hey, lover..yeah something 
has come up. I'll be late home,” he paused, listening to the whining complaints. "Daddy's little boy doesn't 
deserve an explanation until | get home!" 


He smiled at the contrition he heard from the other man. "That's much better, baby. Now | want to see you 
tucked up in bed when | get home. Then I'll see about a reward. Goodnight, baby." 


Tommy's in for one hell of a reward, he thought, after blue-balling for the last hour or so. 


Nikki made a call to the bar, telling the staff on duty to look out for Jon, "He'll be the one that will look like 
he's a heroine from a Jane Austen novel or out for my blood," and to bring him straight to his office when he 
arrived. Slumping into the occasional chair close to Richie in case he woke, Nikki cut some more lines, while he 
watched the monitors and waited. 


Less than thirty minutes later Nikki saw Jon enter the bar, looking around, clearly searching for them. Nikki 


observed until Jon made for the bar before getting up and moving to the office door to release the lock. 
When the knock came Nikki quickly flung the door open, enjoying the way Jon jumped at the suddenness. 


“Bout fucking time," Nikki growled, fisting Jon's shirt in his hand and hauling him inside. Slamming the door 
behind them, Nikki took the bags from Jon and dumped them on the floor beside the door. 


| got here as soon as | could," Jon replied, spotting Richie and going to kneel on the soft oriental carpet beside 
him. "How did he end up here?" Jon brushed the hair from Richie's face gently, studying the darkening bruising 


on his jawline. 


"Grief is its own pain but it also masks the pain of everything else," Nikki said sagely. "He walked," he said after 
Jon rolled his eyes at him. 


Jon whistled softly in shock and turned back to Richie. He looked peaceful, though the puffiness around his eyes 


and his red nose gave away the fact he'd been crying earlier. 


"So where's the manager?" Jon asked as he turned again to watch Nikki walk from the door to the occasional 


chair nearest the couch. "I'm surprised they've left all that coke out” 
"Owner, actually," Nikki said, as he sat back in the chair and held his arms wide as he dropped his little 
bombshell. "You're looking at him. As for the coke..want some?" Nikki held the straw out to Jon, waiting for his 


words to register with the shocked looking man. 


"You got Richie high, you fuck?" Jon accused. 


"No, he got himself high," Nikki shrugged, as he bent to cut some more lines. "He wanted to kill the pain and | 


had the means." Looking up, he saw concern for his Street Rat in Loverboy's eyes. 


"Don't fret your pretty little head about it, Jonny. He was safe." Nikki reassured him. "You should know I'd 
never do anything to hurt him." Nikki sat back and considered his next words. "You, on the other hand .." Nikki 
eyed Jon off as he pointed the straw at him. 


"What choice did | have?" Jon spat back, residual fear fueling his rapidly rising anger. "I was damned if | did and 
damned if | didn't." 


"Woah, woah, woah.. calm down, Jonny. He told me everything and he let me read his dad's letter,” Nikki 
explained. "| understand. It was a shitty place to put you in, but right now you gotta focus on getting him 
through." 


Nikki threw the spoon, blade and straw into the bowl, carelessly leaving the lines on the table. He stood up and 
took the bowl back to the safe, spinning the combination wildly once the heavy door was closed 


"Now, why don't you wake sleeping beauty there, while | go let the guys on the floor know that I'm heading out. 
Ill drive you two to the airport.” 


"You don't have to do that, Nikki," Jon said, as he looked Nikki up and down. "I'm not sure you're capable of 


driving right now." 


"Listen, dollface, let me worry about that. You just worry about him," Nikki said with a lift of his chin in 


Richie's direction. "I'll be back in ten minutes.” 


Leaving the two lovers alone, Nikki checked the door was locked and walked back to the bar. He spoke to the 
late staff, telling them that he would be leaving shortly and confirmed that there were no issues that needed 


his attention before morning. 

Somewhat less than ten minutes later, he quietly opened his office door and stepped inside to hear his Street 
Rat and Loverboy in the middle of a heated argument. Since neither of them had noticed his entry, Nikki 
shamelessly listened in. 

"Answer me!" Jon yelled, spinning to face Richie, who was still seated on the couch. "What. Did. You. Do?" 

"We kissed! Okay?!" Richie admitted. "We were drunk, high..we frotted. Things were getting heavy until | said 
your name. Nothing happened, Jonny. You gotta believe me, babe." Richie sounded almost desperate as he 


pleaded his case. 


"And you had the gall to accuse me of cheating!" Jon snarled. 


Nikki was surprised to find that he actually agreed with Loverboy. He even found himself regretting the part 
he had played in the near transgression 


"Whatever you're gonna throw at me, say To me..," Richie said, standing to face off with Jon, but not noticing 
Nikki watching them, "trust me, babe, | said it to myself a thousand times over as soon as | realised what | 


was doing. Goddamn it! This is all so fucked up." 


As Nikki watched Richie flopped back onto the couch, put his elbows on his knees and propped his head up with 


his hands. Seeing the coke, he licked a finger and swiped up a line of coke to rub over his gums and tongue. 


"Give me one good reason | shouldn't leave your lying ass out here and go home to our families, Rich?" Jon 
snarled. Deciding that this had gone far enough and that it wasn't helping anyone, Nikki chose that moment to 


intervene. 


"Because he's telling the truth," Nikki said calmly from the doorway, causing both men to turn toward the 
door. “Listen, Jon," Nikki continued as he walked over to his desk picking up his car keys and Richie's room key 
before turning back to them. "I let the situation get out of control. | should have stopped him when | realised 
he was outta his head." 


He strolled over to stand in front of Jon and pinned him with a look and a small smile but spoke to Richie as he 
held out the dropped room key. "Rich, babe, go down the hall and freshen up. want to speak to Loverboy here 


for a moment." 

"Uh, yeah..okay," Richie replied hesitantly, looking between the other two men and taking the proffered key 
from Nikki's outstretched hand. Nikki waited pointedly, not saying anything else until his Street Rat left the 
room as requested. Once he had gone Nikki found himself facing off with one very pissed off Loverboy. 


"Pick your battles carefully, Jonny,” Nikki said quietly, deliberately trying to reduce the tension in the room. "He 


didn't want me." 

Jon simply cocked his head at the older man, raising his eyebrows in a silent challenge. 

"Okay, he thought he did at the time, but he just needed someone to take his pain away for a short while. | 
won't deny that he felt right, back in my arms, but Richie and I..our time has passed." Nikki smiled a little 
sadly, wistfully. 

"He's back there with you, and I'm herewith Tommy," he said, pinning Jon with a meaningful look. 

"My little Street Rat likes to think he's in control and can take on the world but he's just a scared little boy 
deep down inside. He's always needed to feel safe and taken care of, ever since I've known him.that's why he 


took on that protector role when he found you." 


"Now, though," Nikki reached for Jon's left hand and rubbed his thumb over the engagement ring Jon wore, 


hoping to impress the importance of his next words. "He needs you! He doesn't know it, nor would he 


acknowledge it, but he needs you to take control until all this shitstorm is over." 


"If you love him the way | think you do," Nikki's gaze met Jon's as he spoke, "then forget what happened here 
tonight. Take him home to be with his Dad, even if it's for a few short minutes. I'll get him to the 
airport.after that, it's all on you, babe." 


"Nikki. don't know what to-," Jon started to say but Nikki interrupted, not wanting to get into any more 


arguments or discussion. 


"Don't. You don't need to say anything," Nikki said giving Jon a wry smile as a thought struck him. "This is the 


second time I've handed him over to you. Don't make me regret all this mushy shit” 


Stepping back Nikki shook himself, as though shaking off water after being caught in a shower of rain or 
probably more accurately, settling a new cloak of indifference over his shoulders. Turning to walk to the door 


he spoke without looking to check whether or not Jon was following. 


"Now get your bags and let's get the fuck outta here. If we leave now we'll skip all the traffic." Nikki opened 
the door, waited for Jon to pick up the bags then ushered him out of his office just as Richie was leaving the 
bathroom. 


"What's happening?" Richie asked as Jon and Nikki strode towards him. 


‘Its time for my little Street Rat to leave, babe," Nikki said, stopping in front of him and caressing the back of 
his fingers down Richie's stubbled cheek, meeting and holding his eyes for a moment. "You need to go see your 
father, Richie, so he can pass peacefully." Nikki kissed his cheek and hugged him fiercely. 


"Let me worry about everything, Mookie," Jon said, as Nikki started to lead the way towards his car. "I'm with 
you every step of the way, baby. | love you- 


"Whatever happens, right?" Richie asked. Nikki glanced back to see the two sharing a meaningful look before 
Loverboy sighed and nodded, holding out his hand for his Street Rat. 


"Yeah..whatever happens," Jon replied, as his lover took his hand and let Jon lead him towards the exit. 


As Nikki predicted the roads between the club and the airport were still quiet and they made good time getting 
there. The journey had been made in almost complete silence. Nikki kept a check on his passengers in the 
rearview mirror. His Street Rat rested in Loverboy's arms with his eyes closed, although an odd movement 
suggested he was not asleep. Loverboy meanwhile held his lover securely, leaning down to gently kiss him every 
now and then. 


Watching them Nikki knew he had made the right choice in phoning Jon. Whatever had happened between him 


and Richie, be it in the past or this evening, even he could not deny the almost visible connection between the 


two lovers. Much as it pained him to do so, he knew he would be leaving his Street Rat in safe hands. 


Pulling into the drop off zone for domestic departures Nikki put the car into park and released the trunk catch. 
He got out from behind the wheel, walked round to the passenger side and leaned against the fender. 


Jon got out first reaching back inside to help his lover. Jon stood back a little as Richie moved to stand in 


front of Nikki, both men taking their final looks at each other. 
"Well..| guess this is goodbye," Richie said, haltingly. "Thanks for the ride, Nikki." 


"Take care, babe," Nikki said to Richie, enveloping him in a long hug goodbye. "You know | love you and I'll always 
be here for you. You're my little Street Rat, after all.” 


"Thanks, Nik," Richie said softly, burying his nose in amongst all the dark hair. "I'm sorry about earlier, too." 


Richie pulled back and looked at Nikki. 


Nikki studied the face of his ex-lover, the one man, aside from Tommy, who would always hold a special place 


in his heart. "My loss, Tommy's gain," he replied with a chuckle and gave Richie's cheek a final kiss. 


Richie tapped Nikki on the chest, then turned away and went to get the bags out of the trunk, leaving Nikki to 
say goodbye to Jon 


"| guess | need to thank you," Jon shrugged, "for, you know, looking out for Richie and..calling me, when you 


didn't have to." 


"| don't wanna have to chase you down again, ya hear me?" Nikki stated, threateningly, before softening his 
tone. "You look after him!" 


Jon nodded, obviously taking Nikki's words seriously. "I will" He held out his hand offering to shake Nikki's. 


Nikki looked down at Jon's hand but decided that a handshake simply wasn't sufficient. Pushing off the car he 
stepped forwards and wrapped his arms around Jon in a solid hug instead. Using the closeness to his advantage 


Nikki spoke softly in Jon's ear, "Call me when.well, you know..." 


With a final clap on the back, Nikki released Jon, slipping one of his business cards into Jon's hand. He stepped 
quickly back around the car and into the driver's seat. Without looking back, he started the ignition and with a 
roar of the engine, took off. Whatever regrets he might be leaving behind at the airport with his Street Rat, 
he knew his future lay at home, with Tommy. 


~ Ke 


Nikki crept into their bedroom after a long drive home from the airport, only to find Tommy passed out with 
his reading glasses at odd angles on his face and some paperwork splayed over his naked body. Nikki leaned 


against the door frame for a moment with a soft smile playing on his lips as he watched Tommy sleep. His 
glance took in the time on the clock beside his sleeping lover and Nikki was surprised to see that it was almost 
T am. 


Nikki noted that Tommy had laid out his Daddy's silk robe on the end of Nikki's side of the bed and 
Boy! Tommy's favourite stuffed toy. Funnily enough, Nikki didn't feel like playing out a scene anymore, he just 
wanted to hold Tommy and tell him how much he loved him. Especially this morning after seeing how much 


comfort Richie took in Jon's presence. 


He'd taken his jacket and boots off downstairs, so very carefully he stripped from the rest of his clothes 
before collating the papers, placing them on Tommy's bedside table. He removed Tommy's glasses without 
disturbing him too much and placed them on top of the paper. 


Nikki smiled when Tommy snuffled and shifted in his sleep. He moved around to his side of the bed and climbed 
in slowly beside his lover. Nikki took a moment just to look at Tommy, feeling his love and gratitude to the 
younger man flow through him, filling the empty spots left by past years of disappointing relationships. He only 
hoped that Tommy felt the same about him. 


Jesus Christ..those two and their fucking white-picket-fence ideals must be rubbing off on me, Nikki thought as he 
touched Tommy finally, with whisper-soft trails left by his fingers. 


He traced random patterns over Tommy's skin, relishing the peaks and troughs of his ribs, traversing around 
relaxed nipples and smiling when they hardened into tight little nubs. Travelling down over Tommy's soft belly 
and sifting through the smattering of hair on his happy trail, a feeling of satisfaction settled through Nikki 
when his lover's cock started filling and twitching into life. 


He followed the tan line that circled Tommy's hips, around to his flank painting his own version of the finest 
landscape over the smooth skin with his fingers. Tommy shifted toward Nikki with a sigh, fighting against the 
lure of the touch and the pull of sleep. Nikki moved lower with his soft teasing and dipped his head to lay 


open-mouthed kisses against Tommy's warm skin. 


Nikki was divided about whether he wanted Tommy to wake or stay asleep so that his lover didn't have to 


witness how vulnerable he was feeling right now. 


A soft murmur took that decision from his hands as Tommy started to rise to a level of consciousness where 
Nikki's touches were registering in his sleep-fog. Nikki ran his fingers between Tommy's legs, touching that 
unbelievably soft skin of his inner thighs as they shifted wider to encourage further exploration, which Nikki 


could not resist. 


Following the crease at the juncture where Tommy's legs joined his body, then lower still, the crease of his ass 
that was hiding Tommy's most guarded entrance to his body. Nikki gently prodded and poked, teasing Tommy as 
well as himself as his own cock bounced impatiently between them both, smearing Tommy's thigh and hip with 

a snail-trail of precum as he laved Tommy's closest nipple with much-needed attention 


"Daddy?" Tommy's sleepy voice came from above his head. 


Nikki raised his head, turning to face Tommy and laid his head against his chest listening to the steady beat 
beneath his ear. He smiled and whispered, "No, baby, just me..Nikki.” 


Tommy frowned, still sorting through his sleep fuddled mind as Nikki's fingers continued their exploration of his 
nether region. "Nikki?! But | thought..." he asked, fighting a yawn. "What time is it?" 


| know what | said earlier, baby," Nikki said, shifting his position so that he was over Tommy, looking down into 


his beloved face. “But right now, it's just you and me. Is that okay?" 
‘Of course," Tommy replied, running his hands up Nikki's arms, sifting into his hair. 


Nikki let himself be drawn down, their mouths finally meeting in a soft, sleepy kiss. Nikki settled himself 
between Tommy's open legs, bracing his elbows on the bed beside his lover's head as their kisses built and 
deepened. 


Tommy angled his head, encouraging Nikki's mouth to travel across that sharp jaw-line to his neck. He obliged 
the silent request as Tommy's body started moving restlessly beneath his, arching up against his 


hips..seeking..wanting.needing. 
"Tommy..l-," Nikki panted, unable to find the words to convey what he felt at that moment. 


"I know, Nik," Tommy replied, tightening his hold on his bed-mate as he rolled them both to the side. "Take 
what you need, Nik What do you want? You wanna fuck me or me fuck you? Tell me.” 


"Ride me, Tommy," Nikki said. "Let me watch you as you ride my cock." Nikki reached over, sliding his hand 
around the back of Tommy's neck and massaged the skin beneath his fingers. Such a fine, almost delicate neck, 
unlike his own. It was already blooming from his bites and Nikki felt the possessiveness overwhelm him as their 


mouths met again for the countless time since Nikki got home. 


Tommy groped over Nikki's shoulder for the ever-present lube sitting on the nightstand before pushing Nikki 
onto his back. Nikki reluctantly let go as Tommy shifted to straddle Nikki's thighs. 


‘lm not gonna last long, baby," Nikki breathed heavily as Tommy coated him with the gel, activating the 


warming sensation with each stroke over his thick cock. "Been hangin’ on by a thread all night" 
"Then shut the fuck up and let me get on with it," Tommy growled, positioning himself and holding Nikki in his 
hand as he slowly sank down on his length. Tommy whined, a mixture of pleasure and slight pain as he let his 


body weight do most of the work. 


Nikki snarled, baring his sharp, white teeth as he was being consumed by Tommy. He couldn't restrain his 


hands from roaming over his lover even though they were so intimately joined. It was a primal, visceral need 
to be connected to Tommy in as many ways possible. 


Nikki snapped his hips upward, making Tommy yelp but knowing that it wasn't in pain, just surprise. They were 
the proverbial bunnies; never able to keep their hands off each other and fucking whenever possible. "Told you 
to hurry, babe," Nikki chuckled which earned him a sharp tug of his balls when Tommy reached back behind 
him, between Nikki's legs. 


"And | told you to shut the fuck up, babe," Tommy returned before starting to move with a violent roll of his 
hips that almost sent Nikki's eyes rolling back into his brain 


"Bossy little bitch, aren't you?" Nikki hissed, tugging on the ends of Tommy's hair as their bodies found their 
preferred rhythm. 


"When you get home at sunrise, yeah, | am," Tommy panted as Nikki's thrusts built steadily with intensity. 


Losing time but finding moments. Losing themselves but finding each other. Losing their minds but finding their 
souls, they let their bodies take control of their building desires. 


"Thought you said you weren't going to last long." Tommy's taunt was punctuated with a squeeze around Nikki's 


cock. 


"Fuck.do that again..," Nikki said, fingers digging into Tommy's hips whilst his own beat out a staccato rhythm. 
With Tommy's next contraction, Nikki groaned loudly in the morning light and liquid lightning shot through his 
veins, heating his skin from the inside out as though his body was on fire. 


"Tommy..my Tommy." Nikki gasped as he couldn't hold back any further. He held tight to Tommy's hips, 
forcing him down as he thrust upward, exploding within the safety of his lover's body. "| love you, Tommy," he 
groaned, his eyes sightless from the force of his climax. 

Within moments, Tommy had chased down his own orgasm, his hand flying on himself as he brought himself to 
completion, covering Nikki's heaving belly with thick, creamy ropes. Nikki reached for Tommy and rolled them 
both over so he was on top and allowed the final tremors to roll through him as he held Tommy close, kissing 


him deeply, languidly. 


Nikki was drifting on that cloud of endorphins and blissed-out love, letting Tommy stroke his sweat-damp skin 
as they came down from their high when Tommy asked, "Where were you, Nik?" 


"Hmm?" Nikki murmured. 
"Tonight. | was expecting you home hours ago," he said, shifting to look down on Nikki. "Where were you?" 


"I had a visitor and he needed a friend," Nikki said, candidly. 


"Who was it? That guy you kissed last night?" Tommy asked quietly. 


Nikki looked sharply at Tommy. "How the fuck did you know about that?" he asked, pulling away from Tommy to 
look at him properly. 


Tommy shifted to sit cross-legged, facing Nikki before replying with, "What?! You think that just because the 


club has your name on it that | don't know what goes on in there?! | have my contacts, babe." 


Nikki sat up in surprise. How did this quiet moment flip on its head so dramatically? "Are you spying on me?!" 


he breathed. 


"No! But word gets to me when my boyfriend, my lover, kisses another man in the middle of his nightclub! 
Especially when the other dude doesn't fight back!" Tommy retorted angrily. "Who i he, Sixx?" 


Nikki, brought his knees up, resting his arms on them and dropped his head between them. "It was Richie." 
| beg your pardon? | don't think | understood your mumble," Tommy snarled. "Did you say it was Richie?!" 
"Yes..it was Richie, okay?!" Nikki snapped back, looking Tommy straight in the eyes. 


"The Richie that you left me for a few years back?!" Tommy scrambled from the bed and paced the area at 
the end. 


"The Richie that was your lover before me?! The Richie that you said you'd never see again?!" Tommy bellowed 
as the morning sunlight caught the spray of spittle flying from his mouth as he spat the words, like well- 
aimed arrows, straight into Nikki's heart: 


Nikki sat, rooted to the spot as Tommy vented his anger at him. He bristled at the words at first but then 


realised that he was in the wrong and that, perhaps, he deserved all of Tommy's anger. 
"Is that why you were so..on edge.just now?! Why you said you weren't going to last long?!" 
"Yes!" Nikki growled. 


Tommy strode over to Nikki and grabbed him harshly by the hair, forcing Nikki to look at him before he 


snarled, "Tell me! Tell me, asshole, what the fuck went down tonight?" 


"Okay! Fuck.let go," Nikki said, gripping Tommy's wrist hoping to loosen it. Which he did with such force that it 
knocked Nikki backward into the pillows that they'd only recently shared. 


Nikki rubbed at his scalp and sat back up again as Tommy, his hyperactivity fuelling his anger, paced back and 
forth, sometimes dropping into a squat, covering his head with his hands and a groan of pain, before popping 


back up like a jack in the box. 


"Richie." Nikki started slowly, softly, "Richie played Sixxty4 again tonight, but his boyfriend, Jon, was there. He 
played his sets and they left together. | didn't think anything else of it until a couple of hours later he 


reappeared, alone. He was drinking enough to kill a drowned man" 
"So?! Let him drink.get the money back you paid him," Tommy said. 


| couldn't do that, don't you see?! Something was wrong,” Nikki replied, hoping he could get his point across. "| 
took him back to the office and shared some of my blow with him, to calm him down. He was angry and..and..in 
the pits of despair. | couldn't just walk away..it wasn't right." 


Nikki could almost see his other self standing in the corner, scoffing in derision over what he was saying. Since 


when did Nikki-fucking-Sixx care about what was right and what was wrong? 


"He.he kissed me first.and | let him. | let him because it felt good.but he was drunk and we'd both just done a 
good dozen lines between us. We weren't thinking straight and.. and." Nikki scrubbed his hands over his face, 


unable to look at his angry lover. 
"What happened, Nikki?!" Tommy yelled. 


"We made out, got as far as both of us having our dicks out," he replied, "but then he called out for Jonny- 
boy and that killed any interest my dick had, in getting inside him." 


"You fucked him?!" Tommy asked. Nikki could see the pain Tommy was in when he asked the question 
"No! No, we did not fuck!" he yelled back 


"But you wanted to, right?!" Tommy sneered. "Right?! Did you want to fuck him, Nikki?! Did you want to sink 
your cock, balls deep, into him like you just did with mel? Did you want to feel him squeeze your cock when he 
came like | just did?!" 


He turned away from Nikki and looked out the window blindly, not seeing the valley below them. 


‘Only for the briefest of moments," Nikki replied, finally feeling the need to move on his own accord. He rose 
from the bed and walked up behind his lover, as close as he could without actually touching him. Nikki could 
feel the tension in the air around Tommy and all he wanted to do was drop to his knees and beg for 


forgiveness. 


But before he did that, he needed to make Tommy understand the whole circumstances. He continued in a voice 
barely above a whisper as he said, "Richie had just heard that his father was dying, babe. He was a broken 
man. His dad had written a goodbye letter and sent lil Jonny out to LA to deliver the bad news. Understandably, 
Richie was upset and they got into a huge fight. He walked back to the club from their hotel” 


Tommy turned his head to look at Nikki over his shoulder. "Really?!" 


Nikki nodded and only now, dared to reach out and touch his lover. "He only has days, if not hours, left. | called 
Jonny to the club, dropped them both at the airport and came directly back to you." Nikki laid his hand against 
Tommy's face and continued, "| needed you, my Tommy. | needed you to hold me and tell me that you weren't 


going anywhere. | wouldn't care if | lost everything tomorrow. The house, the car, the club, they don't matter. 


But it would fucking kill me if | lost you." 


"That doesn't negate the fact that you almost fucked someone else, Sixx," Tommy said, pulling his face away 


from Nikki's hand and pushed past him, only to flop back onto the bed to stare at the ceiling. 

Nikki perched his naked butt on the windowsill and faced the bed. Crossing his arms, he admitted, "I let the 
blow and the memories rule. | left Richie behind to come back to you.|'ll never repeat the mistake of leaving 
you a second time, babe. You gotta trust me on that one." 

‘Forgive me if my trust tank is running on empty this morning," Tommy returned, snidely. 

"So how do we get around this, Tom?" Nikki sighed, sadly. "| don't wanna fight anymore." 

"| don't either, babe," he replied. "But how can | trust that you won't let coke-lust take over again?" 

"| dunno, babe," Nikki said, pushing away from the window and walking to the bed. He climbed in beside Tommy 
and laid down, facing him. "Can you look at me, please, baby?" He waited until Tommy turned his sad, puppy-dog 


eyes his way, curling onto his side as Nikki had done. 


Nikki took Tommy's hand and kissed his knuckles. "I'm so sorry for not thinking and hurting you. From now on, 
I'm going to be completely open and honest with you about anyone that approaches me at the club." 


Tommy snorted, a smile playing at his lips, "Babe, if you did that, you'd be reciting War and Peace to me every 
night with the number of chicks and dudes that try their luck with you. You're too sexy for your own good." 


Tommy fell silent for a long moment before saying, "What if.in the interests of openness and honesty, that 
we," he swished a finger between them both, "can get and give any head we want..but, we have to tell the 
other that it happened. And definitely no fucking!" 

Nikki thought for a moment before he leaned over and kissed Tommy. "I agree to all the terms and conditions." 
"But you didn't even read any." 

"Greatest lie ever told," he grinned sleepily. He reached down and pulled the bedding up over their naked bodies, 


cocooning them from the world. "Hold me, Tommy. Please?! Tell me you still love me and most importantly..that 


you forgive me?" 


"Roll over then," Tommy said and, when Nikki had turned, wrapped his arms around Nikki tightly, his leg slipping 
between Nikki's. "I forgive you, Nikki," he whispered into the dark hair, "I would forgive you anything, don't you 
know?!" Tommy waited for an answer but all he got back was a soft snore from the tattooed man in his arms. 
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this one isn't of significance either. 
So we see our two dark-haired ex's meet up again for the first time in a while.. 
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QY 


"Booked, possible, booked, no fucking way, possible, booked, never again." Nikki mumbled to himself, as he sat at 
his desk in his office at Sixxty4 working his way through the listings of bands currently playing locally. 


He tried to arrange live music for at least a couple of hours most nights, but always at weekends, preferring 
to offer local bands the first chance when he could. Quality could occasionally be hit or miss but he often 
made useful contacts with some truly promising young bands and he simply never rebooked any that didn't 
meet his standards. 


Truth be told, great bands always brought in the crowds, but tended to keep too much crowd attention on the 
stage whilst they were playing, to the detriment of bar takings and his even more profitable side sales of less 
legal products. Good to average bands still ensured a full club, but allowed far more interest in the purchase 
of intoxicants of all kinds. Nikki was usually quite happy to rebook any band he considered good or better. Less 
than average bands were rarely invited back, potential profits still second in priority to his club's reputation. On 
the rare occasion that he found a band awful enough to actually drive customers out of the club, they joined 


the ranks of ‘never again’ and were not allowed a second chance to sully Sixxtys reputation 


By the time he'd covered all the local Californian bands and the West Coast bands currently heading out on 
tour, he'd filled all but a handful of dates. Deciding to search further afield he picked up the details of some of 
the East Coast promoters, looking for any interesting bands due to tour the west coast. He was halfway 
through the listings when a name jumped off the paper and hit him hard between his eyes, his heart and in 


lower regions too. 


Richie Sambora 
Singer/Songwriter/ Guitarist 
Genres: Rock, Heavy Rock, Blues 


Touring with a three-piece backing band 


It couldn't be, could it? Heart racing, Nikki sat back and allowed his thoughts to drift back to his previous life. 
His life before California His life before Tommy. 


The last time he had seen the person who bore that name had been several years ago, the day before he left 
New Jersey for the last time. Richie had been sharing his flat with a teenage runaway for whom he had 
organised an eighteenth birthday party and a night out clubbing. Nikki had been invited and had hoped that the 
evening would end with him and the lover he always called his Street Rat sharing their bodies, but the more 
he watched the two flatmates together the more he knew that his time with his Street Rat was over. It had 
been the final push he needed to make the decision to fly west, to California and the new life he had been 
offered with Tommy. 


Despite his current happiness and undoubted love for Tommy, there would always be a part of his heart that 
belonged to his Street Rat. Was it possible that this musician Richie Sambora really was his Street Rat? He 
had to find out. 


Scanning to the bottom of the page Nikki found the name and phone number of the promoter. He recognised a 
New York dialling code, which gave his fragile hope new strength, and he quickly dialled the number listed. 


"HeyMan! Records, Phil X speaking. How can | help you?" A professional sounding voice answered. 


"Hi, lim Nikki Sixx, owner and manager of Sixxty4 in LA. l'm calling about the possibility of booking Richie 


Sambora." 
"Ah yes, Richie," Phil sounded rather proud. "He's one of my finds, from out in New Jersey.” 
"He's a local then?" Nikki asked in a carefully controlled voice. 


"Oh yeah, born in Woodbridge, New Jersey. | heard him playing in one of the local bars and | dragged my 
bosses out there to hear him. We signed him within days." 


"He must be good," Nikki commented as thoughts rushed around his head. All the little details were adding up. "I 


don't suppose you have a demo tape do you?" 


"I think we can do better than that," Phil replied. "His first record is recorded and ready to go. We're just 


waiting for his tour to start before releasing it countrywide." 
"Can you arrange for a copy to be sent to me?" Nikki asked. 


‘| can do better than that too..hold on" Nikki heard several interesting bangs and knocks before Phil spoke again. 
"Okay..obviously quality isn't great over the phore, but this is the album title track..Stranger h This Town" 


Nikki listened to the slow guitar intro before the raspy yet powerful voice hit the opening notes. The familiar 
high baritone voice washed over him and the descriptive lyrics brought forth almost forgotten memories of 
their times running the dark and lonely streets together. There was no longer any doubt Richie Sambora: 
Singer/Songwriter/Guitarist was indeed his own New Jersey Street Rat. 


Once the song finished Phil's voice returned to the line. "Well? What do you think?" 


"Fuck yeah, he's good," Nikki managed to reply, despite his racing thoughts. "Who do | contact to book his band?" 
Somehow Nikki got through the rest of the conversation, writing down Richie's tour manager's name and 

number and thanking Phil for his help. Hanging up the phone he let his mind drift again, recalling a different life 
in a different place and time, afternoon sex on a broken-down sofa with a battered second-hand strat beside it 


and a face that he'd truly believed he would never see again 
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Several months later Nikki found himself once again in his office at Sixxty4, this time sprawled on the soft 
leather sofa, watching the monitors and observing the well-oiled machine prepare for what he expected to be 
a busy night. At just before 2 pm it was unusually early for him to be on-site since his well-paid staff 
usually dealt with setting up and opening the club. However he wasn't there to assist on the floor, he simply 


wanted to watch the long-anticipated headline band arrive. 


Arranging dates for Richie's band to play Sixxty1 had not proved an easy task. When Nikki spoke to his 
manager Simon their schedule was already rather full and there were no suitable dates that worked. 
Eventually, Simon had made the suggestion that since they were finishing the tour in San Francisco there was 
a possibility that they could extend by a few days if Nikki could make it worthwhile. Nikki had immediately 
offered both the Friday and Saturday nights, with a sizable bonus to assist with the expenses for extra hotel 


rooms and tour bus hire. The deal had been done, Richie was coming to Sixxty4. 


Sometime after 2 pm, Nikki saw a smartly dressed man, who could only be Richie's manager Simon, approach 
the bar and talk to the assistant manager, before being shown to the emergency door closest to the stage. 
Sitting up Nikki watched as the band and their manager began hefting their equipment into the bar. 


First, he saw two guys he recognised only from the advertising pictures his club had been displaying for a 
couple of weeks. He thought that they were most likely the rhythm section, if only because they were 
carrying the largest components of the drum kit, which they placed upstage right before hurrying back 
outside 


Next, he was surprised to see another face he recognised, but not from the publicity shots. Carrying a heavy 
keyboard, in its travel case, was a curly blond-haired man he last saw at that same notable eighteenth 
birthday party. He was clearly just as practised at set up and moved to a spot upstage left. Searching quickly 
through his memory Nikki found the name, David, although the surname escaped him until he remembered 
that he was the son of the owner of the music shop Richie's little Loverboy worked at..Rashbaum's Music 
that was it. David Rashbaum. Nikki was idly wondering what happened to Richie's usual keyboard player when 


his thoughts were totally derailed by his first glimpse of Richie himself as he walked into the bar alongside 


Simon. 


There, in his club, in the flesh, was his once friend and ex-lover; the one he never dared dream that he would 
see again after leaving New Jersey for that last time. To say he looked good was an understatement. Despite 
being at the end of a tour, or perhaps for that very same reason, his Street Rat oozed confidence and pure 
sex appeal. His faded jeans, work boots and partially open, black, sleeveless work shirt did nothing to hide his 
muscular build and he looked to be in even better physical shape than Nikki remembered. Whatever his Street 
Rat had been doing in those intervening years certainly seemed to have brought out the best in him. 


Richie carried two guitar cases, their stands and the drum stool. Placing the cases on the floor he assisted 
David and the drummer with their heavier equipment, before setting up his own lighter gear. From his unseen 
vantage point, Nikki admired the speed and skill with which the band had their set up complete. There were no 
over-inflated egos getting in the way, they all helped the others as required and were ready to soundcheck in 
the time it took most bands to simply hump their equipment onto the stage. 


Having chosen to use the sound system Sixxty1 provided rather than their own amps, the band took their time 
with the soundcheck. They were clearly determined to make certain that they got the best possible sound 


whilst giving Simon time to get comfortable using an unfamiliar soundboard. 


Although Richie spent much of the time playing his now trademark double-necked guitar, Nikki was pleasantly 
surprised to recognise a very familiar if rather battered old strat also being used, especially for some of the 


heavier cover numbers. 


After a thorough warm-up and very impressive soundcheck, Richie and the rest of the band left the stage 
and followed Simon out of the bar, presumably in search of somewhere quieter to eat. With a sigh, Nikki 
forced himself to move to his desk and complete his tasks for the day. His plans for arranging a ‘chance 
encounter’ with his Street Rat would have to wait until after Richie's gig was over. 
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Later that night Nikki was preparing to hit the floor of the crowded bar of Sixxty4. He filled his inside jacket 
pocket with numerous small baggies of coke. This less than legal but profitable sideline was well known among 
Nikki's regular patrons, who happily exchanged their hard-earned cash for what they could be certain were top 
quality goods. Since Nikki controlled the only supply allowed in the club, there had been no ‘unfortunate’ 


incidents with contaminated drugs comnected to Sixxty1 and hence no unwanted police attention. 


At almost midnight Nikki was a little later than usual entering the club, but that was entirely by design He'd 
chosen to stay in his office to allow him to observe Richie's performance undisturbed. He would hit the floor 
midway through the second set, allowing him to finish his first round of sales by the time his Street Rat was 
finished. 


Richie and the band were clearly enjoying themselves and that sheer pleasure was heard in their music. The 


already large crowd had swelled significantly as the evening wore on. Richie mixed up the set-list, peppering 


some bluesy covers and some heavier rock numbers amongst his original works. 


After double-checking his safe was locked, Nikki made his way out of his office and entered the bar through 
the security door, where he was immediately surrounded by his first customers. Their needs satisfied for the 
moment, he took the glass proffered by his ever-helpful bartender and made his way slowly through the 


crowd, continuing to sell his illicit goods. 


Every so often he turned towards the stage to see if he had been noticed. Eventually, his persistence was 
rewarded when his questioning gaze was met by warm brown eyes and a wide smile. He raised his glass in 


salute and gave Richie a dirty smirk, full of promise. 


By the time the band were playing their last song Nikki had made his way through the crowd to the side of 
the stage, continuing his transactions with the many girls, and occasional men, who seemed to throw 
themselves at him as he passed. 


While Nikki waited, Richie thanked the audience and the band took their bows before heading off stage towards 
the backstage area, clearly exhausted but amped up on the adrenaline of the live show. Rather than following 
them, Richie jumped off the front of the stage and headed straight for him, enveloping him in a bone-crushing 
hug and kissing him on the cheek. 


"Nikki fucking Sixx!" Richie said as he held Nikki back a little, almost succeeding in making Nikki feel a little 


uncomfortable with his level of study. "How are you, man?" 


"Richie fuck-me Sambora! l'm doing okay." Nikki smiled and patted Richie's cheek, his hand unconsciously lingering 
there awhile as his thumb brushed over the skin beneath it. "Look at my little Street Rat performing up on 
stage..looking good, babe!" 


"Thanks, Nik," Richie smiled affectionately, rubbing his cheek into Nikki's hand before apparently catching himself 
and pulled away from it a little awkwardly. "Hey..you got time for a drink, man? Come back and meet the band. 


David's here, too." 


"So | saw..." Nikki nodded amicably. "Sure, | got a little time." He threw his arm around the guitarists shoulder 
and allowed Richie to lead the way backstage. 


"Hey guys," Richie called out, grabbing everyone's attention. "| got an old friend I'd like you to meet. This is 
Nikki, who used to live in Jersey, back before he had the sense to move somewhere warmer. Nikki, this is our 
drummer, Tovan and bassist, Michael" Nikki shook hands with each of the rhythm section in turn 


Turning to David, Nikki didn't wait for an introduction, simply putting him into a headlock when he reached him. 


"Good to see you, Davey!" 


"Oof," David grunted as the taller man's arm tightened around his neck, "You haven't changed, Nikki," he gasped. 
Nikki released him with a chuckle. 


"So where's Jonny, Rich?" Nikki asked. "Don't tell me you two broke up? How long did it last?" 
"No, we're still together,” Richie said. "He's back home, waiting patiently.’ 

"They got engaged," David offered, with a distinct tone of challenge in both his voice and gaze. 
"Is that right?" Nikki pinned Richie with an inquisitive stare. 


"Yeah..a lot happened after you left," Richie nodded and sighed slightly before continuing. "Some stuff not so 


good, but making Jon mine made up for it." 
Nikki noted the slight hesitation and he knew that there was a story to be heard. 


"Then how about you and | grab a drink at the bar and you can fill me in," Nikki said, hooking his arm around 
Richie's neck, almost dragging him back out to the bar and basically dismissing the rest of the band. 


David, Michael, and Tovan followed them out and dispersed throughout the crowd in search of the company of 
a willing female for the evening. They'd all find their way back to the hotel at some stage. Simon was already 
at the bar finalising the night with the bar manager. 


Nikki bought the drinks, surreptitiously signalling the bartender not to use his name in front of his guest, 
before leading Richie toward one of the quieter tables at the back of the club 


"Thanks, man," Richie said, as he settled into the chair. 
"So, babe..spilll Nikki prompted. "Tell me what's been going on while I've been away?" 
"God, where to start?!" Richie shook his head and chuckled. 


"Okay then," Nikki grinned, "start with how the fuck did you end up here, in Cali, with a two-set slot here and a 


record on the shelves?" 
"You been checking up on me, Nik?" Richie smiled. 


"Well, kinda," Nikki blushed a little at the half-truths he was about to tell. "I'm kinda known around here, so 


when | saw your name up on the marquee | had to find out if it was really you, so | did some digging.” 
"How do you mean you're well known?" Richie asked curiously. 


"| get around," he shrugged noncommittally. Noticing Richie still looked unconvinced he prodded again, hoping to 


distract Richie's train of thought. "Keep going." 


Nikki was a little disconcerted when Richie sat back and clearly thought about his next statement. It was 
becoming clear to Nikki that Richie was hiding something.something big..something painful, that he'd rather not 
discuss. What and why remained to be discovered. 


"Al gave me an old run-down bar to manage when | couldn't go back to the streets for him," Richie said, taking 
a long pull on his beer, before continuing his story. "I couldn't always afford bands to come to play, so | got up 
there in the quiet times. Word got around and the place started to fill on the weekends. The execs for HeyMan! 


came to see me one night and," he held his hands up around him, "here | am." 


"Wait a minute." Nikki, held his hand up to stop Richie. “Al.as in street-boss Al? Gave you a bar to run? What 
the fuck?!" 


"Right?!" Richie grinned at Nikki's confusion, "Turns out he runs legitimate businesses as a side hobby. | couldn't 
face going back to work on the streets after..after the rape.. so he made me the manager of a failing bar." 


Richie took a deep breath and added, "I worked it hard, turned it around and started making profits for him." 


Nikki sat back in his chair and regarded Richie, very aware that the intense scrutiny was making him squirm. 
Rape..so there it was..the big something. Given how carefully Richie had been choosing his words, Nikki had 
known it wasn't going to be anything good, but rape covered a lot of possibilities, especially for a working 
prostitute. Indeed depending on your point of view, most of Richie's daily work as a streetwalker could be 
considered a form of rape. Somehow though he knew this wasn't going to be just a customer getting a little 


too rough. 


Nikki studied Richie's body language again, noticing that, although obviously uncomfortable, he wasn't cowering 
despite Nikki's protracted gaze. So whatever had happened wasn't that recent. Thinking back over what Richie 
had already told him, he realised that it had most likely happened shortly after he left. 


"You just casually drop the rape word and expect me not to take notice?" Nikki asked calmly. He leaned forward, 


wrapped his large hand around Richie's wrist and squeezed a little. "Tell me.’ 


It wasn't a request, it was an order and Richie clearly knew that. He drained his beer and nodded his head in 


acknowledgement when Nikki signalled the barman for another round. 


"The night after Jonny's birthday.| was due to go back to work. | didn't want to go, especially after finally 
getting Jonny into bed" As Nikki watched, Richie smiled slightly at what had to be a good memory. "But you 
know how Al is about punctuality, so | accepted the all-nighter he had booked for me and headed out" 


Richie's smile disappeared and he unconsciously scrubbed a hand over his face as he continued "I should have 
known better..the address should have given it away..trusted my gut more. Anyway..before | knew it, | had a 
handkerchief full of chloroform and everything went black" 


"Fuck!" Nikki swore softly, as he began to understand how his usually cautious Street Rat had been caught out. 
Their drinks were placed in front of them and Nikki smiled up in thanks to the waitress. Once she had left the 
table, Nikki squeezed Richie's wrist and indicated for him to continue. 


| came to, chained up by my arms to a steel beam." Richie paused then grabbed for his fresh drink gulping 
another mouthful before speaking again. 


"Turns out Jonny's foster dad was a real piece of fucking work. He and his wife had been using foster kids in 
their care for their own pleasure as well as selling them to their friends. Jonny was the last. He got away 


after the last attempt to fuck him.thats the night | found him in the street, remember?" 


Nikki nodded his agreement, his own mind racing and shocked after hearing more details of what Loverboy had 
gone through before his Street Rat found him, but at the same time wondering what this had to do with the 
attack on Richie. 


"So Baxter, the sick piece of fuck, had been looking for Jonny since he ran, to make sure he wasn't going to talk 
by taking him back..but I'd gotten in the way." Nikki felt his heart sink as he realised what Richie was about to 
tell him. 


"He and his wife beat me that night," Richie continued softly. "fists, feet, whatever they could find.then they 
sodomised me with a baseball bat before raping me." Nikki couldn't stop the gasp that slipped past his lips and 
he placed his free hand on Richie's arm hoping to provide a small amount of comfort as Richie continued his 


story. 


"They dumped me on the street. Whether they thought they'd killed me or just left me there to die, I'll never 
know." Richie shrugged and kept his eyes fixed on Nikki's hand as he continued talking. "Rochelle found me and 
called the police and paramedics before taking off. She told me later she watched over me from a distance, to 
make sure they found me. She'd already been arrested that week for prostitution so didn't want to be done 


again" 
"Did they catch the fuckers?" Nikki asked, unable and unwilling to hide the venom in his voice. 


"The police?" Richie qualified, with a grim smile. "Not before Al did. Or Al's enforcers. They were found dead in 
a car a week later with the bloodied bat they'd used on me." 


"| would have shoved that bat up their sick fucking asses," Nikki snarled. 


‘It was." The satisfaction in Richie's tone told Nikki all he needed to know about exactly how Al's enforcers had 


extracted their retribution. 


"Good!" Nikki paused to drain his drink. He looked around the club as he thought about how to phrase his next 


question. "So..are you..okay?" 


"Can | still take a shit normally? Can Jonny still top me?" Richie asked rhetorically. "Yeah." 


"Fuck, man," Nikki sighed, shaking his head, still processing the unexpected revelations. "So please say you've got 


some good news?!" 


"Well now," Richie looked up and Nikki was relieved to see a small smile pass over his face. "As David mentioned, 
| asked Jon to marry me on his birthday just gone. Waited until the clock ticked over midnight into the 2nd 
then pulled him up on stage in front of everyone, Rosie's staff, our friends, our parents and a bar full of 
patrons. Got him a ring and everything.’ 


"Back up a little..you said our parents?!" Nikki asked. Last time he saw Richie, he was still working the streets 
and had zero contact with his parents. He also knew with some certainty that Loverboy didn’t have parents. He 


was confused. 


"Oh..." Richie exclaimed after taking a sip of his drink, "I left that piece out, sorry. When | was still unconscious 
in the hospital, Jon went to see Mom and Dad. Told them what had happened and, from what they've told me, 

he basically reamed them out for disowning me. Whatever he said worked becouse they came to the hospital 

the next day and, well, let's just say we're getting there." 


Nikki smiled at Richie, nodding, "I'm happy for you, babe. | always knew it bothered you. What about Loverboy's 
parents? | thought he was a foster kid?" 


Richie grinned happily and said, "The Rashbaum's have basically adopted him as one of their own. He even calls 
them Mom and Dad now. You should see Flo..do you remember her from Jon's birthday?! Anyway, you should 
see how she fusses over him and David. | don't mind being fussed over a little but | think | manage to miss a 


lot of it.they helped us out when | was in the hospital. I'll always be grateful to them.’ 


Nikki regarded his Street Rat in a new light. He was right, earlier, when he thought that Richie had looked good 
it was probably because he seemed to be at peace for the most part. He'd lost that little-boy-lost quality 


from his eyes from when Nikki knew him first, replaced now by a look of confidence and surety in his life. 


He wanted to know more so Nikki prompted Richie into talking further. "So..what else, babe? You've surprised 


me with a fuck-ton of stuff you've been up to. Do you have any more to hit me with?" 

Richie was only too happy to tell Nikki about his life now. He was animated and spoke earnestly when talking 
more about Rosie's and his plans for it, getting in more bands and changing it from just a bar to incorporating 
a kitchen one day soon and opening for lunch and dinner service to round out the business. He also told Nikki 
how they'd moved from Richie's dingy little apartment to the loft above Rosie's. 


"We have plenty of room, Nik,” Richie said, "should you ever be in town one day." 


"Thanks, babe. I'll keep that in mind." 


But his face truly lit up whenever Loverboy was mentioned. Nikki was both touched, but a little jealous, 
wondering if Richie's face ever did that when they were dating. He would have hoped so but he'd never know 


now. 


"Jonny's working full time at the music store now," Richie offered, "but also fills in as deputy manager at 


Rosie's. That's why he couldn't be out here. Eddie could afford to allow Davey to come with me but not both." 
| was going to ask why Curly is with you," Nikki said. 
"Paul, my keyboard player, had a family emergency," Richie said. "It was only for a couple of weeks." 


"Did | say how great you guys sound, by the way? Really solid and tight," Nikki said. "| have a feeling you're 


gonna go places, babe." 


"Thanks, Nikki. You always were a little biased though," Richie chuckled. "So.!'ve told you everything that's been 
happening..what about you? What have you been up to? Are you still with that guy?" 


"Yeah, me and Tommy are still together," Nikki said, feeling his mouth curve into a smile at Tommy's name. 
Was it the same smile Richie had when talking about Loverboy? "We're good. We make it work.when we see 
each other. Between our schedules, we're pretty busy. But we have a lovely house up in the hills. Do you have 
time to come visit before you leave?" 

"We're leaving straight after the last gig," Richie frowned, "so probably not. Raincheck?" 

"Absolutely, babe." 


They were interrupted by the arrival of David, who pulled up a chair and sat down, 


"Rich, | hate to interrupt but are you ready to head back to the hotel? The van is ready to leave in about ten 


minutes," David asked. "You can have the room phone tonight too." 


"Aww, didn't like getting my cum-shirt thrown in your face earlier? Yeah, I'm ready," Richie chuckled and stood 
up. He then turned to Nikki, "We're back here tomorrow night. Can you call in again?" 


"Sure, man," Nikki stood to embrace Richie, whispering in his ear, "I'm happy for you, baby. You're one of my 
special memories." He pulled away a little and, unconcerned with consequences, kissed Richie. 


Taking advantage of his Street Rat's momentary startlement, Nikki's tongue probed against the soft lips, 
encouraging them to part and deepening the kiss. For several seconds the world around him was forgotten as 


the too-familiar sensations flooded his body. 


Eventually, Nikki heard David clearing his throat somewhat discreetly and Richie seemingly reluctantly pulled 
away blinking at him. 


"Haven't lost your touch, babe," Nikki said as he licked his lips with his dirty smirk and blatantly adjusted 
himself. "If I'm not here, just ask at the other bars on The Strip; they'll know where to find me." 


Throwing some cash on the table Nikki casually made his way back through the crowd, stopping along the way 
as more money and small packages exchanged hands. He would make certain that he was in Sixxty4 the 


following night, but Richie didn't need to know that. By the time Nikki reached the security door and looked 
back, Richie had gone. 
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Nikki was cruising the streets in a borrowed car. Borrowed, stolen, same thing, right?! Regardless, it was a 


piece of shit anyway but it would serve his purpose for the night. 


It was Zam on a chilly, early-March morning. The rain that had passed over earlier in the evening had washed 
the dirty streets clean, leaving the city looking as though it was dressed in fairy lights the way the street and 
building lights were reflecting in the puddles. It was a night reserved for the drunkards, the workers and their 
johns or the foolhardy that just happened to be out and about like Nikki was. 


He was searching for something or more correctly, someone. That person with the long legs that he liked to 
feel wrapped around him and that mouth..oh, that mouth, with its quick smile and talented tongue. Nikki didn't 
normally seek Richie out while he was working, but he needed to be with him tonight. He wasn't quite sure why. 


Actually, that was a lie. He had a feeling that this might be the last time he and Richie would be together. 


Nikki had observed the way Richie was becoming enamoured of his little house guest and if there was one 


thing that Nikki wasn't, it was dumb. 
He thought it was only a matter of time before Richie would succumb to lil Jonny-boy's charms. 


Nikki knew Richie had an eighteenth birthday party planned for his houseguest later that night at the diner 


because he had let himself be coerced into attendance. 


"Please, Nik," Richie had cajoled as his hand expertly stroked him into full thickness. "Jon has never had a 


birthday party and doesn't have too many friends yet. He knows you and feels safe around you because we're 
dating." 


He'd said yes just to get to the fucking. Thats what he was going to miss the most.Richie's expertise and 
willingness to do anything in bed. Ahh, there were some plus sides to dating a prostitute. 


That was a couple of weeks ago and now it was becoming more and more apparent that it was time to bow 
out gracefully, with his heart still somewhat intact. Nikki kinda knew he wasn't going to be completely 

heartbroken, though. Richie was more a lifelong friend with a shit-ton of benefits. When Nikki had come back 
East, after running scared from Tommy's level of commitment to him, it was more out of an old habit that 


they'd hooked up again. 


Tommy was holding his heart on a string, hoping for Nikki to see the light and come back to him and just like a 
train in a tunnel, that light was getting closer and closer every second for Nikki. 


He cruised slowly down Richie's regular streets, sharing his turf with only a few trusted co-workers, 
eventually spying him a couple of blocks away. He had his back turned to oncoming traffic to show off his 
splendidly tight ass. He could tell it was Richie by the way he stood, right leg slightly cocked to one side to 
accommodate the tightness of his jeans and his hands stuffed into the pockets of his waist-length jacket and 
his hair flowing down his back. 


Nikki ran his tongue over his sharp, white teeth and idled the car against the curb for a while, watching Richie 
and his companion approach a similarly coasting car. Both men tried their luck in securing the customer with 
their wiles, but it was Richie's friend that ended up in the car, leaving Richie watching the taillights pull away 


from him. 


Nikki felt the familiar curl of pure want slither its way through him, sending out tendrils of lust into the most 
hidden places within him. He put the car into gear and slowly edged down the block, hoping to keep his face in 
the shadows as much as possible. He had some cash to flash, just to lure Richie to the car. He followed Richie, 
as he walked slowly down the street smoking a cigarette, with enough distance between them to signify his 


intent but also close enough to keep any further johns away from claiming him. 


Richie checked over his shoulder and flicked his cigarette away, exhaling the fumes toward the inky sky, before 
he stopped, facing the street in a pose that showed off his best assets. Nikki salivated at the sight of Richie's 
semi-chub laying down the front of his pants, against his thigh. It was perfectly highlighted by the streetlights 
and framed by the car window so that as Richie moved slowly towards the car, Nikki's view was limited to 


Richie's lower ribs to the middle of his thighs. 
"How much?" Nikki asked in a gruff voice, hopeful that Richie didn't recognise him sitting in the shadows. 


Richie rested his arms on the open window and peered into the gloom, his long hair framing his face. "What?! 


No hi handsome, are you free right now?" he asked, smiling so that his dimple was on full show. 


When Nikki didn't answer, Richie chewed on that delicious bottom lip of his and sighed, "Listen.l'm feeling 
generous tonight so $20 for a hand job, $50 for a blow. A cool hundred will get you a fuck. Your choice on 


who tops. Anything else is price on application, sweet thing. Also, no condom, no fun.understand me?!" 


Jesus, Nikki thought, no wonder he's still in that shitty apartment! "Get in," he grumbled and waited until Richie 
had just closed the door before squealing the tyres on the wet street and peeled out of there. "Babe," Nikki 


said in his normal voice, "you're undercharging for that fine ass." 
"Nikkil?" Richie gasped. "Who's car is this?" he asked in surprise as Nikki drove away quickly, shrugging. 


"Don't know, don't care," he grinned over at Richie. "I borrowed it for the night. | needed to see you. Don't 


worry, Street Rat, I'll get you back to your spot for check-in time." 


"You know Al will want to know why I'm short in his payment, right?!" Richie said, bracing himself against the 


seat as Nikki careened the car around corners to wherever he was driving to. 


"Thought of that too," Nikki replied, fishing a wad of bills from his jacket and slipping them between Richie's 
legs, blatantly getting a feel at the same time. Nikki bit back a groan as the appendage shifted beneath his 
palm. "There's $300 there. Put what you don't need into your shoe until you get home, baby." 


"Nikki! You don't have to pay me!" Richie groused but Nikki was pleased to see streetwise practicality come to 
the fore when Richie separated the bills as suggested and tucked Al's portion inside his jacket pocket. 


| know | don't, but | want to. That piece of scum you call your boss gets his cut and you get to keep a little 
aside for a rainy day." 


"| don't know what to say, Nik," Richie said. "How can you afford this kind of cash, anyway?" 


"Just say thank you and don't worry your pretty head about how | got it," Nikki said, giving Richie a side-eyed 


glance. "How about we find somewhere quiet where we can be alone?" 


A few minutes later, Nikki drove along the riverfront, close to a semi-industrial area. Most of the streets 
were deserted except for one. There was an old, run-down bar spilling patrons out into the night. Nikki watched 


Richie's head turn as they drove past. 
Nikki pulled into a deserted car park a few moments later and they exited from the vehicle into the damp air. 
Nikki lit two cigarettes and handed one to Richie before perching himself on the hood of the car, propping his 


feet on the loose bumper. 


Richie wandered toward the water after accepting the smoke, standing on the periphery of Nikki's vision 
Manhattan's lights twinkled softly on the expanse of water that separated it from New Jersey. 


"Whatcha thinking, Street Rat?" Nikki asked. Richie had been silent since they pulled up which was very unlike 


him. 


'Life.the future," Richie replied, turning back to Nikki but not moving any closer. "That bar back there. That's 
what | want one day. A place to call my own, somewhere to play my music..a place that will provide some 


security one day." 
"Deep thinking there, baby," he said. "Why the sense of mortality tonight? Did something go wrong out there?" 


"No, not at all," Richie answered with a shake of his head, walking back toward Nikki as he spoke. "It's just 
that..doing what | do, there's limited shelf life. You know what l'm saying?" 


He drew on his cigarette, silently, before dropping his head back, releasing the plume of smoke. "The word on 


the streets lately is all about this gay plaque, you know? It scares the shit outta me, Nik," he said, quietly. 
“Also..these looks and this ass ain't gonna last forever, either," Richie shrugged, pragmatically. 
"What about that bad boy?" Nikki asked, pointing to Richie's still semi-erect cock 


"IFs filled with Duracell batteries," Richie chortled, cupping himself shamelessly, causing his cock to swell 
further. "It can go all night long. You want to try to wear them out, Nik?" 


Nikki cocked his eyebrow and crooked his finger at him, beckoning him over. Richie dropped his cigarette butt 
on the ground and toed it out before sashaying his way over slowly. 


He stood just between Nikki's legs, resting his hands on Nikki's knees and looked at the older man with an 
almost coy, coquettish look. "Hey, handsome..what can | do for you tonight?" Richie asked. "You want that hand 
job?" Richie ran his hands up Nikki's legs to the juncture. 


Nikki let Richie palm him through the heavy fabric, letting the talented hand work its magic. Richie ran one 
hand up under his shirt, stopping in the centre of his chest and pushed him back onto his elbows as his other 
hand started to pluck open the fastenings of his jeans. 


‘Or would you prefer a blow job?" Richie purred as he drew the zip down slowly. "Or how about that..fuck?" 
Richie looked directly at Nikki and exaggerated the final word so that the usually rather commonplace term, 
took on a deeply dirty and dark connotation. His Street Rat then had the audacity to look so sweetly innocent as 


he chewed on his bottom lip, waiting for his answer. 


Nikki snarled silently, letting out a little huff of breath as the cool air hit his heated flesh. Dear God, he was 


going to miss Richie's inherent sexuality. 


| want it all, my little Street Rat," he replied just as Richie took his first swipe with his tongue at the same 
time as his other hand pinched Nikki's nipple, sending a full-body shiver coursing through him. If he wasn't hard 


a moment ago, he was granite-hard now. 
"As you wish," Richie smirked with the devil dancing in his dark eyes. 


Holding Nikki by the base of his cock, his thumb manipulating the spot at the root between it and his balls, 
Richie let a dollop of spit trickle from his mouth down Nikki's shaft. It sparkled in what little light was around, 


connecting them momentarily before it was smeared over the taut skin 


Nikki grunted softly, dropping his head back, his jaw slack as Richie's lips and tongue proceeded to scramble his 
mind. 


Little flicks of Richie's tongue around his glans and up into the eye had Nikki seeing stars and not just the ones 
in the heavens above him. Strokes of Richie's hand coexisted seamlessly with suckles, nips and licks from his 


Street Rat's mouth as he worked his way down 


Richie's hands were never still either; the one under his shirt was playing a symphony over his chest, 
alternating between nipples as he pinched and plucked them into tight, sensitive nubs, as the other worked his 
jeans down further, taking advantage of Nikki's hips rocking to pull them out from under his ass. 


Feeling Richie's soft tendrils brush over his now bare hips, Nikki reached out and scooped the long strands into 
his fist, holding them out of the way so he could get a better view. The moonlight and the street lights from 
a block away gave very little light but Nikki could clearly see as Richie swallowed him whole. "Yeah, baby. just 
like that,” Nikki moaned. The warm, wet mouth and questing fingers had his heart thumping against his rib 
cage, threatening to burst out at a moment's notice. 


"Fuck," he cursed as he felt the back of Richie's throat close around him mid-swallow. He heard himself make 
noises that would never normally come from him as Richie seemed to eat him alive. His balls were dripping 


with saliva that seeped from the brunette's mouth and down his shaft with each suck and slurp. "Jesus 


Christ," Nikki breathed. "Wait..wait, babe." 


"Huh?" Richie looked up in confusion, his face awash with saliva, his eyes watering and his lips swollen 
"What's.wrong?" he asked, laying kisses over Nikki's belly as he moved up over him. "Need me to slow down, 
baby?" he cooed before rimming Nikki's belly button with his tongue, dipping in and back out again 


| want your ass, Street Rat," Nikki snarled, pulling Richie up by the hair as he shifted off the car hood, his 
ass sliding easily over the snail-trail of spit. When Nikki was standing with two feet on the ground and his jeans 
falling to his ankles, he licked the side of Richie's face, smelling his own scent over the younger man before 
brutally claiming his mouth with his own. Richie's hands never left Nikki's body as they wandered over Nikki, 
stroking and sliding the looser flesh over the rock-hard muscle beneath. "Have you been fucked tonight, babe? 
Any bareback?" Nikki panted as he popped each button open on the brunette's angel-soft jeans. 


"Yes, three times," Richie panted as Nikki pushed the fabric down Richie's long legs. “I'm so open right now, Nik. 
No bareback but rubber up, just in case." 


Nikki gripped Richie by the lapels of his short denim jacket and pushed him back against the warmth of the 
car, taking Richie's mouth in a desperate kiss, grinding their hips together. He pushed the jacket off Richie's 
shoulders and almost tore his shirt to get to the warm skin of his collar-bone. "Condom," he breathed into 


Richie's ear. "Condom and lube.then turn over." 


"Jeans. Top pocket," Richie gasped and turned into a pitiful whine as a particularly vicious roll of Nikki's hips had 
them both seeing stars. 


Nikki blindly located a stash of condoms and small packets of lube in the pocket of Richie's jeans, he found an 
appropriate size, allowing Richie to maneuver himself into position, his arms braced on the hood and his 
delicious ass beckoning Nikki to fuck it. Nikki tore the wrapper with his teeth, spitting the fragment to the 
ground as his free hand kneaded at the globes of flesh in front of him. Richie was right, he'd been fucked wide 


open tonight and Nikki wasn't even sure if lube was going to be needed. 

"Hurry, Nikki," Richie pleaded. "Give me that fucking cock, baby. No one can match you, Nikki.” 

Quickly rolling the condom down his sensitive shaft, baring his teeth with each new touch, he ripped the lube 
sachet open and spread it around over himself and that sweet, greedy hole in front of him. He lined himself up 
to Richie and sank himself with ease, into the molten heat. "Ah..fuck!" Nikki breathed, holding himself in check so 


that he didn't waste any precious moments. 


He needed to sear this moment into his memories. That something within him kept reminding Nikki that this 
was probably going to be the final time he would ever fuck his litle Street Rat. 


Nikki rested his head on Richie's back, taking slow, deep breaths until Richie clenched down around him. 

"Give. It. To. Me. Nikki," Richie said, punctuating each word. 

"Jesus..fuck!" Nikki swore softly. He pulled almost all the way out before slamming his hips brutally against the 
ones beneath him. Nikki subjected Richie to a volley of hard and fast thrusts, making the younger man cry out 
in a mix of lust, pain and exhilaration. "Is this what you wanted, Street Rat?" he asked, his fingers digging 


painfully into the flesh on Richie's hips, back and stomach. 


"Yes..fuck! Fuck me, Nik," Richie pleaded as he was almost lifted from the ground with the force and drive from 
behind. 


"Can any of your johns get you as hot and needy as | can, my little Street Rat?" Nikki growled, pulling Richie 
upright with a rough hand at his collar, snagging his hair painfully and causing the younger man to cry out. 


"N-no," Richie panted, reaching back to hold Nikki's wrist trying to stop the pain 


"Can they reach so far up inside you and touch that place that you hide so well? Do their cocks,” Nikki 


breathed against Richie's ear, feeling him tremble in his arms, “fill you as much as mine does?" 
"Only..ngh..only you, Nik," the brunette cried. 


Nikki, still holding Richie upright by the jacket, slid his other hand around and over his soft belly. He held his 


hand there for a moment, feeling the muscles tense, replying to each of his thrusts. 


"Are you sure about that?" he replied. He put a little distance between their bodies and watched himself pull 


out completely before sinking back in slowly. "| mean, you said yourself..you're wide open tonight" 
"Me. did that before | left home..and..drugs help," Richie explained, breathlessly. 


"You fucked yourself for work?" Nikki moaned. "Fingers or toys? At home, huh? Was Jonny-boy there when 
you did it? Did he hear you? Watch you?" 


"N-no. Touch me.please.." Richie gasped, mindless now. "I love you, Nik” 


"No, you don't!" Nikki replied as his hand finally gripped Richie's length firmly. Richie sighed harshly and 
seemingly melted a little in his arms, his head falling back onto Nikki's shoulder. He relaxed his grip on the 
jacket, confident that Richie would stay where he was, now that they were both so close to that point of no 


return. 


"What we have is fleeting," Nikki crooned into Richie's ear as he caused havoc with his hands, mouth and body. 
"Just a shooting star in the night sky, babe. An explosion of white heat, leaving a trail of sparkling 


memories..but that energy will eat itself and it will expire with one last bang." 
"Nikki..." Richie whined, piteously. "No..no...” 


"You, my darling little Street Rat," Nikki breathed against Richie's neck, "are destined to meet your celestial 


match and become bigger and brighter than you are now. Do you know what that's called?" 


Richie shook his head, unable to speak from the force of gritting his teeth as he held himself in check. Nikki 


could see how close his lover was; he knew Richie's fell signs quite well by now. 


"They're called Blue Stragglers," he said. Talking in a low and nonchalant way, even though his body was racing 
toward its release, was taking every ounce of his control. He shifted his stance slightly and was rewarded with 
a mewl from Richie, his body trembling violently. 


Bingo! 


"Bigger..." thrust, "brighter..." thrust, "bluer than all the stars around it!" The last roll of Nikki's hips had Richie 
crying out and clenching down around him as his climax hit him in wave after wave. Nikki loosened his self- 


control and followed the younger man into that white-hot supernova of his orgasm. They both fell against the 


hood of the car in sheer exhaustion; a panting, heaving, sweating tangle of limbs, damp hair and dirty clothes. 


Nikki's only regret was that he was filling a condom with his seed, instead of Richie's body. He did so like to 
watch it expel itself afterwards before licking his lover clean but considering Richie was still working tonight, he 
wasn't going to take that chance and Richie wouldn't let him anyway. 


He heard Richie sniffle a little, his shoulders shook. Nikki frowned as he extricated himself from Richie and 
carefully took the well-used condom off, tying it and throwing it away into the night. "You okay, baby?" Nikki 
asked, standing to pull his pants back up. He cast a glance around the area to make sure they were still alone 


as he did the fastening again. 


Richie pushed himself slowly from the hood, righting his clothes, tucking himself back in, without looking at 
Nikki. 


"Hey.Street Rat, are you okay? Did | hurt you?" Nikki asked again, stilling Richie's hands and turning him around 


so that he could see Richie's face. 


He looked..confused. That's all Nikki could put it down to. Maybe with a little hurt in there as well. Richie swiped 
his hand beneath his nose and looked away from the scrutiny, shaking his head. "You didn't hurt me, Nik," he 
said softly, gazing over the water to the city. "l.l don't know what you meant about how lim meant for 


someone else." 


Shit! Nikki thought. "Listen, baby..don't take it to heart, okay?!" Nikki enveloped Richie in his arms, holding him 
tightly. "It was the heat-of-the-moment stuff. | don't even know what | was saying." 


Richie looked at him and Nikki could tell he was weighing up Nikki's words. Eventually, he nodded and something 
in Nikki's chest released. Nikki didn't want to hurt him just yet.it would come soon enough. 


He put his fingers under Richie's chin, forcing him to look at him and kissed him sweetly, lovingly, before pulling 
away slowly. "Always..always remember, Richie," Nikki could see the surprise in his lover's eyes at his given 
name being used, "that you'll always be my little Street Rat. | will always be your safe place. No matter what 
happens, you got me!" 


Richie nodded and Nikki wrapped his arms around Richie, kissing him deeply and committing to memory as much 
as he possibly could. They stood in the early morning, the darkest moments before dawn, as a mist rolled in 


off the water, holding each other tightly and taking comfort in each other. 


Nikki kissed Richie's cheek and pulled away. "C'mon, let's get you back for your check-in with Al. Then | gotta 


return the caror dump it," he smirked. 


"| guess," Richie sighed, letting Nikki go reluctantly. "But if you're gonna dump it, don't forget to wipe your 
prints off it. | don't wanna be visiting you in jail." 


"You forget who you're talking to, Street Rat," Nikki grinned, relieved that the hardest moments were 
done..until tonight that is. They both got in the car and Nikki fired up the engine. "I'd be more worried about 
the amount of cum on the paintwork. That'll eat right through it," he chuckled and pulled out into the night. 


He returned Richie to his street, passing Al's car a few blocks from the destination, as he made his collection 
from one of his other workers. Richie almost climbed into Nikki's lap to kiss him goodbye, knowing they had a 


little time up their sleeves. 


"lIl see you tonight, yeah? Jon's birthday?" Richie asked earnestly, unfurling his long limbs out of the driver's 


door. 
"Yeah, baby," Nikki forced himself to smile. "| wouldn't miss it 


He put the car into gear and pulled away from the curb with a sigh, watching Richie in the rear-view mirror, 


watching him. 


Nikki saw how Richie's face lit up when he mentioned Jon's name. Richie may not be aware of the depth of his 
feelings for the runaway but Nikki could see it plainly. He wasn't sad that the relationship had come to its 
natural end, more pragmatic. He had a feeling that his little Street Rat and the runaway would become that 
shining star; burning brighter than anyone else could ever imagine. 


He made a mental note to look into a flight back to LA in the next day or so. He smiled to himself and thought 
of Tommy, hoping that they still had that ability to burn bright. He just needed to make Tommy forgive him 


for leaving. 


A few hours later, Nikki finally fell face-first into his bed, only just managing to shrug out of his jacket and 
toe off his boots. 


He'd disposed of the car, making sure to wipe all prints and biological matter from it before leaving it in an 


abandoned service station It was a few miles from home but self-preservation came first over convenience. 
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Nikki had slept most of the day away, waking to find that it was late afternoon and the sun was starting to 
make its way down behind the buildings around his. He stretched hard with a jaw-cracking yawn as he forced 
himself to move, feeling every step of the walk home earlier that morning. He grinned to himself when he 
remembered the mind-blowing orgasm that he'd had, scratching at his balls and a very interested, waking 


erection. 


He looked around his shitty little apartment and decided that apart from his clothes and few odds and ends, 
everything else he could walk away from. It had only been his own lack of courage to commit to Tommy and 


his lingering feelings for his Street Rat that were keeping him here. 


Now that he knew Richie would be taken care of, literally and figuratively, it was time to show Tommy that he 
could and would commit himself wholly to their relationship. He hadn't not been in touch with his dark-haired 
soul-twin over the months he'd been out here, but their phone conversations usually either ended 


unsatisfyingly with no firm decisions made or in a fight over whether or not Nikki was ever coming home. 


It was time. Time to go back home to Tommy and to his club, Sixxty4. It was time to go home and become an 


almost fully functional adult. 


He wasn't going to completely go down that white-picket-fence road just yet without a little fuss, but he was 
more than ready to make the necessary compromises if it meant that Tommy would forgive him his wayward 


ways. 


He pushed from the bed and stripped out of his clothes, leaving them like a trail of breadcrumbs as he headed 
into the bathroom. He turned the shower on and stepped under when it had reached the temperature he liked 
He let the water wash over him, through his hair but before he reached for the shampoo, he decided to rid 
himself of his persistent hard-on. 


Working quickly, Nikki let his mind recall the events of earlier that morning, picturing his Street Rat spread 
across the still-warm car hood as he pounded the willing ass. His excitement increasing Nikki allowed himself to 


imagine leaning over that muscular back to meet the waiting eager lips. 


His lover slowly turned his head towards him, murmuring words of love. Nikki was about to reply in his 


imagination when he was slightly startled to see Tommy's features appearing in place of Richie's. 


Knowing that his subconscious was making the decision easy for him, he called out Tommy's name as he spent 
himself into the warm water. 


He felt a weight lift from somewhere in him at the realisation that he was going back to the only person he 
really wanted to spend the rest of his life with. He smiled as he towelled down and wandered around his 
apartment naked, gathering his clothes together in a carry-all 


He hadn't needed to stay in such a shitty place, but it was convenient and when he'd first arrived back here, 
he didn't have much cash to spare. However, in one of the phone calls that had Tommy begging Nikki to come 


home, Tommy had insisted that he draw an income from Sixxty4 considering it was Ais club. 


"| need to know you have a roof over your head and you're eating right," Tommy had said at the time. 
"Also.then you don't have to sink back into dealing out there. At least here, | can bail you out if necessary." 


Nikki had scoffed at the time but he had been grateful for the money. Booze and blow don't come cheap these 
days. 


When he was satisfied that he'd collected everything that he wanted to keep he placed the bag just inside the 
door for an easy grab. Dressing into his jeans from last night, not caring that they still carried the funk of 
sex, found a half-decent button-up shirt and blow-dried his hair into a curtain of black silk. 


He pulled on his biker boots and checked his watch. Earlier than he was expecting but he wanted to stop at a 
liquor store and buy lil Jonny a bottle of Jack Daniels as a birthday present. He didn't really care what he 
bought but thought he'd put in the effort for Richie's sake. 


His stomach growled loudly again as he was putting on his leather jacket, "Yeah, yeah.!'m goin’, I'm goin," he 
spoke to the offending organ, slamming the door behind him for the walk to the diner. 


He walked through the still-busy streets; daylighters scurrying home after work and the nightcrawlers, like 
himself, were just emerging. Similar to the veil between the spiritual world on Halloween, early evening was the 


time where two disparate worlds blended into one; the only time Nikki felt truly comfortable amongst polite 


soci ety. 


He called into the closest liquor store, the guy behind the counter watched him nervously as Nikki, leaning over 
the glass-topped counter deliberately, picked out his selection from behind him. The attendant relaxed visibly 
when Nikki pulled out the cash to pay. Nikki smirked as he left, knowing full well that he had purposely 
intimidated the guy. He tucked the bottle inside his jacket and zipped it closed for the short walk to the diner. 


"Nikkil" Rosie exclaimed, looking up as he pushed through the door, the bell tinkling over his head. "You're early, 


darlin’. No one else is here yet." 


"Hey, Dollface," Nikki smiled genuinely, kissing the older woman on the cheek when she stepped out from behind 
the counter. Rosie had become a friendly face while he'd been in town. She always seemed to have an aura of 


sunshine and warmth around her. 


"| know I'm early,” he continued, "but | thought I'd come and spend some time with my favourite waitress and 


grab a burger and a slice of pie." 


"Flattery will get you a free slice of apple pie, young man," Rosie smiled, blushing prettily. "Go on.go take a seat 
around the corner. I'm keeping everyone away from the front windows for the surprise for Jon. The usual 


burger?" 

"Yeah..thanks, Rosie," he replied, giving her a small smile. 

She looked at Nikki quizzically before he wandered off to a booth around the corner. Sliding across the vinyl 
seat, Nikki propped himself in the corner to wait for his meal. He picked up the menu and looked at it, not 


really reading it but just for something to do. Moments later he tossed it back down with a sigh. 


"Here ya go, one burger and fries and a mug of coffee," Rosie said, placing the meal in front of him. "I'll be 


right back with your pie..then you and | are going to talk” 


Nikki groaned to himself but was too hungry to stop himself from picking up the fragrant burger. He bit into it 
and sighed with pleasure just as Rosie returned, placing the pie very deliberately on the table before sitting 


opposite him. 

"Hungry, child?" she asked, rhetorically. "Didn't your mama ever teach you to chew your food carefully?" 

"My mama never taught me anything,” Nikki said around a mouthful of food. "More interested in her 
boyfriends than her son" Nikki looked at Rosie as he slurped on his coffee, wondering how she would take that 
comment. 

"Well, that's a damn shame then," the older woman replied. "She's the one missing out on a fine young man 
Nikki shrugged but continued to eat. 

'So..tell me what's going, Nikki? You came in here looking like a wet week" 

"Nothing's wrong," he said. 


"lm calling BS on that one, child" She pinned him with a look that brooked no argument. 


He sighed and wiped his mouth on the napkin. "I'm leaving to go back to Tommy. My time with Richie has come 


to its natural conclusion" 


"Oh." There was no surprise in Rosie's voice or her face. "| was wondering how long you were going to strin 
P g g Yy going g 


him along for. Have you told him yet?" 


"Strin- | wasn't stringing anyone along," Nikki replied, a little anger tinging his words. "I will always care for 
Richie. But..." 


"But what?" the older woman prompted. 


Nikki sipped his coffee before answering. "But I've got Tommy waiting for me back in LA and..and Richie's in love 
with Jonny-boy." 


"I know," she said, simply, causing Nikki to look at her in surprise. 
"You knew?!" he asked. 


“Sweetheart..you don't do this kind of job for almost three decades without learning how to read body 
language," Rosie said, patting Nikki's hand. 


"You love Richie in your own way.but it's not the same as the way those two young boys love each other," 
she said. "They just haven't had the guts to admit it yet..to themselves or each other. But | guarantee that it 
won't be long before it happens. Probably sooner, now that you're stepping out of the picture." 


"Soyou think I'm doing the right thing?" 


"Look at me and tell me about this Tommy boy..and then I'll tell you if you're doing the right thing," Rosie 
smiled kindly at Nikki 


Nikki spent the next ten minutes or more telling Rosie about Tommy; how they met, what his likes and dislikes 
were, what they fought over but how much Tommy looked after Nikki even from the other side of the 
country. He left out Sixxty? for now, not wanting to give away his or Tommy's financial position. He found it 


easy to talk to Rosie, especially about Tommy. He hadn't even noticed that he'd finished his burgers, fries and 
pie. 


When Nikki finally fell silent, staring at his empty plate with a wistful smile and a faraway look in eyes, Rosie 
made a little humming noise and patted his hand again. "You're doing the right thing, sweetheart." 


"Can | ask a favour, Dollface?" Nikki asked. He reached out and held Rosie's hands in his. 


"Of course.” 


"Look after him for me? I'd feel a lot better about leaving knowing someone is looking out for him," he asked 


quietly. "Make sure that Jonny-boy doesn't break his heart." 


"Of course, sweetheart," she replied. "Richie means a great deal to me also. He's a sweet child that has had a 


rough couple of years." 


Nikki nodded in acknowledgement before surreptitiously brushing away a tear. The bell over the door tinkled and 


Rosie looked in the convex mirror in the corner. 


"Well, here's more of the party guests," she murmured, still holding Nikki's hand. "Promise me you'll talk to 
Richie tonight. Make the break clean" 


‘| will," he replied and brought her hand up to his lips and kissed them. "Thank you, Rosie. For everything. | will 


miss your sweet smile.not to mention the free pie." 


"Take care, Nikki. Promise you'll come visit when you're in town next," Rosie smiled softly and slipped from the 


booth, taking Nikki's empty dishes with her, to go back to her station at the front counter. 


Nikki cleared his throat and brushed at his eyes again. Damn tears. He wished he had something stronger than 
coffee and was sorely tempted to break open the bottle sitting beside him. 


He shook himself, ridding himself of the emotional mantle that had settled on his shoulders. Shifting into the 
corner of the booth, he propped a leg up on the seat beside him and grabbed a complimentary toothpick, 
chewing on the end, giving off the aura of nonchalance to the rest of the world even though inside, mentally, 


he was saying his goodbyes. 
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"SURPRISE!" Nikki couldn't help smiling as the loud shouts brought Jon to a dead stop and caused Richie to run 
into his back. It was quite clear that this really was a total surprise to Richie's little runaway, who appeared 


rather shocked for a moment. 


"Happy birthday, Jonny," Richie said, planting a quick kiss on his temple. Putting a brightly coloured party hat on 
Jon's head, Richie gently pushed Jon toward the small gathering. Nikki watched as Jon was pulled into the 
middle of the group, and David and his parents expressed their birthday greetings. 


Nikki and a couple of other friends in attendance stood off to the side waiting to give presents and birthday 


wishes. 


"Happy birthday, dude," Nikki said when it was his turn to speak to the birthday boy. He held out his right hand 
and shook the younger man's hand before offering the brown paper bag he held in his left. "Thought this might 


be welcome after the party is over." 
Jon took the bag and looked inside to see the distinctive top of a bottle of JD. 
"Thanks, Nikki," he smiled. "You didn't need to get me anything..but thanks." 


Nikki nodded in acknowledgement and gave a quick grin, but he was rather relieved when he was saved from 
further small talk by Jon moving on to speak to the next guest. Leaning back against the wall he scanned the 
small area and noticed Richie was still standing in the doorway speaking to Rosie. As he watched, she gave 
Richie a hug, bussed his cheek and whispered something in his ear. 


"Now, what can | get for you all," Rosie asked as she moved into the middle of the group. For the next minute 
or two, all attention was on getting the orders placed. 


Once Rosie left, Nikki saw Jon turn and look for Richie, smiling and beckoning when he saw him. What startled 
Nikki was the look on Jon's face as his eyes met Richie's dark orbs. He had seen that self-same look on 
another face directed at him before he left California That was exactly how Tommy's face softened when he 
looked at Nikki. It was almost as if he was being shown one more confirmation that his time in New Jersey was 


coming to an end. 


The party, such as it was, was noisy and full of laughter. The older Rashbaum's chatted with Rosie when she 
had spare moments in her shift. Nikki joined the younger guests as they told raucous stories and laughed 
loudly. Despite feeling a little uncomfortable Nikki managed to laugh along with the rest and even threw in a 
couple of the heavily filtered tales from his rather chequered past. 


"Heyl" Richie called after the meals had been eaten, "Who's ready to hit the dance floor?" 


“Absolutely! But first." Jon said standing and holding his hands up to quiet the chatter around him. "l.l just 
want to say thank you to you all. You have no idea how much this means to me. I've made some good friends 


since | moved here and for that, l'm grateful." 
"You need to thank Richie, Jon," Rosie said from where she stood behind Richie. "He organised everything.” 


A chorus of ‘Hear, hear's' were offered by everyone. Nikki watched as a definite blush rose up Richie's neck 
whilst Jon smiled and raised his glass of coke, mouthing a thank you. 


"Yeah... well," Richie shrugged, clearly embarrassed. "Everyone should have at least one birthday party in their 


lives. Fuck it.. | need a drink. Can we get outta here already?" 
‘lm ready!" Jon said excitedly and he turned to say his goodbyes to the Rashbaums. 


Nikki took the opportunity and wandered toward Richie, slipping his arms around his waist. Richie relaxed into 


his grip, smiling up at him and snaking his arms around his neck. 


"Thanks for coming, Nik. Now it's time for some serious fun at Tracks," he spoke happily. For a moment Nikki 
almost felt bad about disappointing Richie, but having seen him and Jon together and his earlier talk with Rosie, 
he knew he would be doing the right thing. 


"I came tonight for you, baby," Nikki said softly as he brushed some hair from Richie's face, "but it seems as 
though it might be time for me to bow out of the picture here." 


"What?! Nol" Richie frowned, studying Nikki's face. "You only just came back. Where are you going to go?" He 
tightened his hold on Nikki, clearly not wanting to let go. 


Nikki looked over his shoulder and Richie's eyes followed. Jon was still talking to the Rashbaums so he continued 


to explain. 
‘lm heading back out to California next week." Nikki smiled sadly as he watched Richie closely. It was obvious to 
Nikki that Richie wasn't truly aware of how deep his feelings for his little runaway ran, or that it was clearly 


mutual. "Judging by the looks you're sending Jon-boy over there, it's time for me to move on" 


"No, I-" Richie started to protest but Nikki silenced him with a bittersweet, almost chaste, kiss before pulling 
back to look him in the eyes again. Richie looked ready to start denying everything. 


"Rich... it's okay. It was fun while it lasted, baby," Nikki said, forcing another smile onto his face. "But it seems 


as though our timing sucks. l'm glad you found me again, though." 


"Nikki..." Richie sighed sadly, shaking his head in denial. "lm sorry. l.. | didn't mean for this to happen" 


"Don't be sorry. You and l.. we just weren't meant to be," Nikki reasoned with Richie as they walked arm in 
arm to the door. He took a deep breath and dropped his other bombshell on his still shaken lover. "Actually... 


there's someone, a guy out in LA that I'd started seeing before | came back here." 


They stopped just outside the door, standing in a soft puddle of light from the diner windows. Richie moved to 
face Nikki again studying him closely, looking for any trace of falsehood. Nikki met the searching looks steadily. 


"Was it serious?" Richie asked, seeing nothing but the truth in Nikki's steady gaze. His hand went to Nikki's 


jacket lapels, unconsciously adjusting them, then letting go slowly. 


"With Tommy?" Nikki asked rhetorically. "As serious as it could be. | kinda got cold feet, that's why | came back 
here for a while. Then you saw me that day.." Nikki shrugged as he trailed off. 


"And | was a willing fuck," Richie supplied pragmatically. Nikki shrugged again and felt an embarrassed blush 
colour his pale features slightly. 


"Now," Nikki said, tugging gently on Richie's hair at his nape, "put on one of those pretty smiles that | love so 


much." 

| wish you well, Nik," Richie said sadly, stepping out of Nikki's embrace just outside the door of the diner. "Keep 
in touch this time, though..please?" Nikki couldn't miss the almost desperate plea in Richie's tone as he leant in 
and kissed him one last time. 

“Smile, baby," he whispered. He gave Richie's cheek a final caress and stepped away, walking backwards down 
the street just as Jon came out of the door. With a last sad smile Nikki spun around whilst behind him he 
heard Jon's questioning voice. 


"There you are! Thought you two had left without us." 


Nikki didn't hear any reply as he continued to walk away from his old life and towards his new one. About half 
a block away Nikki stopped and turned back to face the others. 


"Hey Jonny," he yelled, bowing low as if he were addressing royalty. "Happy Birthday, dude. You take good 
fucking care of the present | left for youl” 


He threw up his arms, howling into the night, his fingers curling into the devil horns and turned around to 
continue his journey into the night. 


Fifteen minutes later and just a couple of blocks from his apartment Nikki passed a late opening travel agency 


and almost on a whim he walked in. 


"How may | assist you?" the obviously bored staff member asked 


‘| need a seat on the first available flight to LA tomorrow." 


“There's no availability before 4 pm l'm afraid," the agent replied after accessing the new computer booking 


system. He gave Nikki's attire a rather disparaging look, "and that is first class." 
"So when is the next available coach seat?" Nikki asked calmly, choosing to ignore the attitude. 


‘Not until 7 pm, unless..if you can be at Newark in 90 minutes there are a couple of open seats on the last 


flight tonight. It doesn't arrive until lam local time though." The salesman gave Nikki a doubtful look. 
Thinking quickly Nikki decided that if he hurried it was possible. "I'll take it," he replied. 
"And how will you be paying for that?" the agent asked haughtily. 


Nikki took a roll of $20 bills out of his pocket as he leaned forward, put his elbows on the countertop and 


allowed an evil smile to cross his features. "Will cash be acceptable?" 


From that point onwards things went a lot smoother and with the ticket in hand, Nikki returned to his 
apartment. After writing a note giving notice, Nikki put a month's rent into an envelope and pushed it under his 
landlord's door. Grabbing the carry-all he'd left by the door he ran down the stairs and out into the street to 


hail a cab. 


Less than an hour later Nikki was safely aboard his flight. The plane taxied away from the gate and Nikki 
stared out of the window taking a last look at the lights of his home city. He found his mind wandering back to 
the party he had left so precipitously and he briefly wondered if his Street Rat and his little runaway were 
enjoying their night. 


As the engine note rose and the plane started its take-off run a final few regrets surfaced. Nikki allowed each 
to come to the front of his mind where he looked at each before allowing them to slip away. Somewhere six 


hours flying time and nearly three thousand miles away, his future with Tommy was waiting. 
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The wheels hit the tarmac and Nikki could feel the nervous excitement crank up another notch yet again. He'd 
managed to sleep a little in the first part of the flight but had been on tenterhooks for the past hour; the 
closer he got, the more nervous he was. His leg was bouncing from the pent up energy much to his seat- 


mates’ disgust. He offered them a small smile in apology. 


He checked his watch; almost lam. He scraped around in his mind, searching for remnants of Tommy's usual 


schedule on a Friday night. Scratch that. Saturday morning. He came up blank. 


He needed to be able to find Tommy as soon as possible and decided that the only course of action would be to 


head to Sixxty4 first and see if he'd been there yet or not. 


Since he'd been a late ticket purchase, his seat was toward the back of the plane and he was like a caged 
animal as he waited to disembark; he literally snarled at the ever-pleasant flight attendants that wished him a 


good evening. 


Luckily he didn't have to wait for any baggage collection so Nikki headed straight out to find a cab. He gave the 
driver the address of Sixxty4 and settled back into the seat, fishing out his cigarettes and lighter. 


"You can't smoke in here," the driver said over his shoulder. 


"Suck it," Nikki mumbled and wound down his window, blowing the first lungful of acrid fumes out of the 
window. That was his attempt at compromise at this time of the morning. The driver sighed, shooting Nikki 
daggers in the rearview mirror. Nikki was grateful that he didn't have a driver that thought that banal 


chitchat was required on every trip. 
When the driver turned onto the Strip, Nikki imagined he could almost taste Tommy on his tongue. He was so 
close now. He saw the sign for his club and couldn't stop the smile or the sense of ownership flooding through 


him. 


The driver pulled over and Nikki threw some cash at him, including a generous tip for his surly attitude. "Sorry 


for the smoke, dude," he mumbled as he dragged himself out of the cab, his carry-all held firmly in his hand. 
Nikki stood for a moment and breathed, soaking in all the glitz and false-glamour of the Sunset Strip, both in 


human form and its environment. With a smile, Nikki turned toward the entrance of his club and was pleasantly 


surprised to see a familiar face on the door. 
"Welcome back, Mr Sixx," the burly man said, holding his hand out to Nikki. 


"Greg! Good to see you, man," Nikki replied, shaking the hand that was almost twice the size of Nikki's. "Been 


keeping well?" 
"Yes, sir," he grinned. "The wife just had our first baby," 
"Congrats, man!" Nikki smiled "Hey, do you know if Tommy's been here yet?" 


"I'm sorry, no," Greg shook his head. "I just started my shift not long ago. Why don't you go on in and ask the 
bar staff. He usually checks in with them..you know, to see if you've been around." 


"He does?" Nikki asked, a little bloom of warmth flooded through him, somewhere in the region of his heart, at 
the thought of Tommy still searching for him. 


"Yes, Sir. Every night when he's doing his rounds," Greg nodded as he opened up the velvet rope for Nikki much 
to the annoyance of the queue of people waiting to get in 


"Thanks, man," Nikki said, patting the big guy on the shoulder as he walked past him and into the darkness of 
the club. He looked around at the crowd, a good mix of patrons and a passable band playing. His mind started 
formulating a plan of how to make things better; new decor or furnishings, better sound system for the 

acts..definitely better acts, he thought. He huffed a small breath at how easily he slipped back into business 


mode after being free and easy for the past several months. 
He pushed his way through to the bar and was greeted by new faces. 


"Hey, what can | get you?" the younger attendant asked. She was pretty, in a typical Strip way, big hair, big 
teeth and big tits. Nikki looked to the older guy at the other end of the bar; a more familiar face but he 


wasn't completely sure. That was one thing about LA; everyone tended to look the same. 
"Yeah, do you know if Tommy has been here tonight?" Nikki asked. 


The girl looked at him, a faint look of recognition flitted over her face. "Umm.just let me check,” she replied 
before walking over to the other bar attendant. 


Nikki watched the exchange as the two conversed over the music. The guy looked at Nikki and acknowledged 
him with a raise of his chin He spoke again to the woman before she walked back down to Nikki. 


"Brian says he was in here earlier. He said he's gone to The Jade Budda and that he'll phone them to let them 


know you're on your way," she yelled over the music. 


"Thanks..but don't bother about the phone call. | want to surprise Tommy,” Nikki replied. "But before | go, can | 
get a JD, neat, thanks?" Nikki threw down a $20 on the bar as she poured the amber liquid. "Keep the change, 
dollface." 


He took the glass and stepped away from the bar to drink but not far enough away not to hear their 


conversation about him, "Do you know who that was?" 
"No..but | thought he looked like the guy in that photo behind the bar." 


"Yeah, that's him alright. That's Nikki Sixx. He's the owner of this place and the guy Tommy's been searching 
for all this time." 


Nikki smiled to himself and swallowed the drink in one gulp, leaving it on the closest tabletop as he walked to 
the door. The need to see Tommy for himself was building within him, threatening to break free the moment 


he laid eyes on him. 


It felt like a slow-motion film as he walked back through his club and pushed out the main doors. He clapped 
Greg on the back but kept walking toward The Jade Budda, toward his future. Ignoring all those around him, 
being jostled and stared at as he walked, he broke into a run the closer he got. 


He arrived, a short while later, breathless and a little sweaty in the warm California night. For a few moments 


he stood outside to catch his breath and calm himself before approaching the doorman 

"Can | help you?" 

"Yeah, lm here to see Tommy..is he inside?" 

"And you are?" 

'Nikki.his partner," Nikki replied. He smiled brightly as the warmth of that declaration spread through him. 
"Go on through, Mr Sixx," the doorman said, holding it open for him. "Mr Lee will be happy to see you! 
"Thanks!" 


The Jade Budda was different to Sixxty4 insofar as it was more of a dance club than live music. The neon 
lights dazzled Nikki's eyes and the moving, seething mass of people buffeted him as he looked for Tommy. 


Then he saw Tommy's familiar shock of long dark hair over the surging crowd and just like the proverbial 
parting of the seas, the dance floor emptied enough for Nikki to confirm that it was his lover. He dropped his 
bag beside him, staring at Tommy, who was talking with a small group. His heart hammered loudly in his ears. 


Tommy must have sensed that he was being watched, and the slow-motion effect that Nikki had been 
experiencing all night happened again when Tommy turned his head to see where the uncomfortable feeling was 
coming from. Shock registered on his face first before he handed his drink to one of the people he was talking 
with, his eyes never breaking from Nikki's as he pushed his way through the patrons. 


Nikki was rooted to the spot as Tommy drew closer. He couldn't gauge Tommy's mood either. Tommy stopped 


within reaching distance and said, "You're here." 

"Yeah," Nikki croaked, his mouth painfully dry. 

"I didn't think you'd ever come home." 

"l-I got scared. | wasn't ready like you were..to commit to us, that is." Nikki dared not reach out for him just 
yet, even though he wanted to hold Tommy and never let him go but he needed to say everything he'd planned 
on the plane home first. "But | am now. l'm so sorry | hurt you, baby. | was wrong to run away from 
you..from us. Please tell me you forgive me. | love you, Tommy, and | want to spend the rest of my life with 


you." He was blabbering, he knew that but he couldn't help himself. 


"Nikki?!" Tommy held up his hand to stop him talking. 


"Yeah?" 


Tommy took that final step to Nikki, close enough to feel Tommy's warmth but not touching as yet. "Shut the 
fuck up and kiss me already," Tommy said, 


Nikki huffed out a relieved breath and, with trembling fingers, reached out and caressed Tommy's face 
tenderly as he drew their heads together to allow their lips to finally touch. 


Nikki's heart soared and he clung onto Tommy with all his strength. He was home. 

People around them started clapping the longer their kiss went on Nikki wanted to crawl inside Tommy and 
become one with him to show him how much he was committed to making their life together. The need for air 
was the only thing that drew them apart. They stood, foreheads touching, and gasping for breath as Tommy 
held Nikki tightly. 

"Tommy?" 

"Hmm," he hummed, brushing a lock of hair behind Nikki's ear. 

"Take me home, baby," Nikki said. 

Tommy smiled, and dropped a kiss to Nikki's lips before Nikki reached down to pick up his bag. Linking their 
fingers together, Tommy led Nikki through the club to the back entrance and, ultimately, his car for the drive 


home. 
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Nikki's finger pushed on the buzzer at the front door and tucked his sunglasses inside his coat. 
Buzz. Buzzzzz. Buzz. 


Cmon, fucker, Nikki thought. He'd walked a dozen blocks from his place to Richie's apartment with a very 
insistent cock that wouldn't take no for an answer. He was lucky that it was a cooler day and his long, black 


duster coat hid his ultimate sin. 


The door buzzed open and Nikki pushed his way inside, bounding up the stairs two at a time, his heavy boots 
echoing off the dingy walls. It was a toss-up as to who had the shittiest apartment but at least Richie had 
cared enough to decorate his. Nikki couldn't have cared less. It was somewhere to sleep, get fucked up and 


maybe eat. 


He pounded on the door and was greeted by a sleep-fuzzy Richie. Nikki pushed the door wider, inviting himself 
in and kicked the door closed with a resounding thud. 


"Nik-" Richie started to speak when Nikki grabbed him by the tatty shirt and hauled him around, up against 
the door, pinning him to the wood with his body. Nikki raked his eyes over Richie's face. 


From the sleepy doe-like chocolate brown eyes and the slightly crooked nose, the sparse stubble over his 
cheeks, chin and upper lip before finally zeroing in on that luscious bottom lip. The one Richie knew exactly how 
to work to his advantage, which was what he was doing right this very moment. Nikki felt himself harden even 


further. 


The long moments of anticipation had both of them panting for oxygen. Nikki could feel Richie's hands at his 
waist, scrunching up his shirt seeking the skin beneath. It was the impetus Nikki needed to finally claim the 
mouth that he'd been thinking about most of the day. 


Hot, open-mouthed kisses that were both brutal yet tender, each man seemingly trying to devour the other. 
Richie pushed Nikki's coat from his shoulders, exposing the sleeveless black band shirt beneath as Nikki toed 


out of his beat-up Doc Martens that he'd barely been able to lace up before he left his own apartment. 


With each swirl of tongue over tongue and nip of teeth on lips, the heat built steadily between the two dark- 
haired men Nikki's shirt was bunched up under his arms as Richie's hands went exploring his torso, his fingers 
seeking out those spots that took Nikki's breath away and finally ridding him of the offending shirt. With one 
tug on his nipple piercing, Nikki growled deep in his throat and tore the flimsy fabric of Richie's worn tee in 
two. 


Richie let out a surprised, breathy laugh, throwing his head back to encourage Nikki's mouth to move to his 


neck. "Fuck." he moaned when Nikki complied to the silent request. 


"That's why l'm here, babe," Nikki mumbled against the pounding vein beneath the skin He bit down, unable to 
help himself any longer. There were fading marks left by others around Richie's neck and collar bones. Nikki 


wanted, no, needed to let any others after him, know that he'd claimed his territory. 


Richie mewled, trembling as Nikki's teeth sunk into his flesh over and over again, taking his fill of the caramel, 
freckled skin. Nikki gripped the torn fabric at the neckline beneath Richie's hair and dragged it down, leaving 
fingernail scrapes down his spine and the cotton ended up in a pool at their feet. The sweats were the next to 


fall to the floor as they continued to expose more and more heated flesh. 


Nikki grabbed a handful of Richie's ass in each hand and lifted him up so that the younger man wrapped his 
long legs around his waist, still pressed up against the door. Richie ground himself against his lover when Nikki's 
fingers went exploring between the muscled flesh in his hands. He teased the puckered rose with swirls, rubs 
and taps, encouraging Richie to open to his questing fingers. 


Richie reached for one of Nikki's hands and brought it to his mouth, suckling on two of the digits as his gaze 
never left Nikki's, making his intentions more than clear. He pulled the soaking fingers from his mouth and, with 


a heavy roll of his hips against Nikki's, said, "Bed. Now." 


Nikki grunted in agreement, moving his hand back to where it was and slid his wet fingers into Richie's warmth, 
teasing the sensitive ring of muscle and making the brunette cry out in pleasure, the noise bouncing off the 


walls of the small apartment. Nikki grinned wickedly and muttered, "Hold on, babe." 


When he felt Richie tighten his hold on him as their kisses became almost frantic, Nikki backed away from the 
wall and continued to tease Richie's entrance as he dodged the small amount of furniture with relative ease. He 


deposited Richie onto his bed, the momentum causing him to fall on top of the younger man. 


Nikki backed away briefly to rid himself of his jeans and socks, only to be pushed over to his back by an eager 
Richie who seemed to be all mouth and greedy hands. They shuffled, unconsciously, more comfortably onto the 


bed. 


"You want a little something, Nik?" Richie panted, straddling Nikki's thighs when they finally had to come up for 


air for their burning lungs. 


"What's on offer, Street Rat? Apart from your delicious body, that is," he replied, running his hands over 
Richie and sitting up to feast on his neck and shoulders. 


‘Only got two amyls and a couple of tabs of acid that a john slipped me as part payment,” Richie breathed, his 
head dropping to his shoulder as Nikki teased the tender spot behind his ear. 


"What time do | have to be outta here?" Nikki mumbled through his feast. With Richie straddling his thighs, it 
opened him up perfectly for Nikki to continue his digital exploration, pulling delightful moans and shivers from 


his younger lover. "Don't want little Jonny-boy walking in on us again, trippin’ and fuckin’ the evening away." 


"Mmmm..good point," Richie conceded in a breathy moan before pulling away from Nikki's touch with a whimper 
and reached for his little wooden box beside the bed. The vials inside tinkled merrily when Richie fumbled his 
hold as Nikki's questing fingers found a sensitive spot. "Oh..ngh..fuck," he breathed. 


Nikki chuckled darkly, enjoying the way his Street Rat was so responsive to his touch. 


It had bothered him when they first hooked up that, because of Richie's field of work, he'd never be able to 
meet expectations until Richie had explained that his clients were there wholly for their own release, not his. 
He was only their receptacle, and those clients had to pay more if they wanted the full experience. It had put 


Nikki's mind at ease so that he could focus on giving his lover the pleasure he deserved. 


"Quicksilver it is then," Nikki replied His free hand gripped Richie's jaw, turning his head to expose his neck to 
his teeth again. 


As his vampiric tendencies played out, he dragged his hand from its resting place slowly..roughly.down his neck 
and torso, pinching, grabbing, kneading whatever flesh he could get a grip on knowing that Richie didn't mind a 
little pain. He wrapped his hand around Richie's length and stroked him with a strong grip and was rewarded 
with a strangled cry of pleasure as his lover bucked violently at the touch. 


"What's wrong, baby," Nikki crooned "Need me to stop?" 


"Fuck.no," Richie breathed. "Just.just let me..." His fingers fumbled inside the box quickly before closing the lid 


and tossing it to one side. 


Richie pressed a condom packet into Nikki's palm at his thigh. Nikki snarled at having to use the rubbers but 
he understood why. He reluctantly pulled his hands from Richie's warm body to sheath himself. As he ripped 
the packet open and rolled the condom down his cock, Richie was reaching for the bottle of lube on the 


windowsill above his bed. 


Even through the thin layer of latex, the gel was still cold as Richie drizzled a generous portion over him. He 


blew out a huff of breath in surprise before he manhandled the younger man to the bed and covered him 


with his weight. 


Richie spread his thighs wide, allowing Nikki to settle between them. Nikki rolled his hips against Richie's, letting 
nature dictate his movements until it became unbearable not be inside the willing body. Richie manoeuvred 


himself so that Nikki's next roll had him lined up, encountering the slightest of resistance. 
'Nik.please, baby," he pleaded, wrapping his arms and legs around the older man. 


"Crack ‘em open then, babe," Nikki said, breathlessly, holding himself in check. Richie drew his arms back from 
around Nikki's neck so that he could break the thin glass. 


"You first,” Nikki said when Richie offered up the vial to him, dipping his head down to lap at Richie's nipple as 
he waited for that moment that Richie's body succumbed to the drug. When it did, Nikki felt every moment 

and he pushed through that final resistance. Richie broke the final vial and placed his thumb over the jagged 
opening before Nikki grabbed his wrist to hold it still lest he get cut. 


The fumes worked their way into his system and he felt the euphoria wash over him as his heart rate picked 
up. He made some kind of guttural noise before sliding himself fully into Richie's sweet ass. As Richie's hands 
went lax and the vials rolled from his fingers, Nikki swiped the glass fragments off the bed and pushed the 
younger man's arms above his head, holding them there. He growled in pleasure again as his gaze took in the 


absolute wantonness of his lover. 


The willing submissive position, hooded dark eyes, the moist lips that he was biting on seductively, his chest 
heaving with exertion as his hips rolled against Nikki's, working in tandem with his long legs to pull Nikki in 
further. 


Nikki shifted to his knees, hauling Richie closer, angling his hips upward as he increased his pace, causing Richie 


to push his head back into the soft bedding as he cried out. 


"That's it, my Street Rat," Nikki murmured, targeting Richie's increasingly swelling patch of nerves deep within 
him. "Give it to me, baby." Nikki pushed into Richie over and over again, with an erratic tempo. "My Street 
Rat.my little whore. You like to be fucked, don't you? You like to have men fuck you up your pretty little ass? 


Tell me, baby.tell me how much you love it" 


"Yes! Fuck..yes, Nikki. love it," Richie cried, his breath being pushed out of him with each of Nikki's thrusts. "I 
love it.love having different cocks..night after night. Ohhhh..." 


"Do they touch your cock the way you like to be touched, baby?" Nikki asked. He'd hauled Richie's long legs 
over his shoulders so that he could fondle the heavy sac and cock in front of him. "Do they squeeze you 
around the head, pushing their thumb into the slit, like | know you love?" 


"N-no," Richie breathed, chest heaving. "Do it..ch god, please do it." 


Nikki smirked, evil tainting his lips as he laid his hand flat on Richie's sac and pushed upward toward his chest, 


dragging the heel of his hand up Richie's cock before circling his fingers around the purpling crown. He 
tightened his grip incrementally until Richie grunted with pleasure before sliding his thumb up the sensitive V 
and into the slit, rubbing his thumb back and forth, forcing a dribble of pre-cum from it and smoothing it 


around. 
Richie cried out and arched violently back into the bed. "Fuck! Yesss..." 


Nikki growled when Richie involuntarily clamped down around him. He smirked and pushed his thumb into 


Richie's mouth. The sensation of the warm tongue swirling around and lapping at it just increased Nikki's lust. 


He pulled out of Richie and settled him back on the bed before spreading his thighs wide. Nikki dropped his head 
between Richie's leg and started devouring the delicious treat in front of him like a convicted man at his last 


meal. 


He feasted on the dark flavours, the musk, that was purely his Street Rat, as he suckled and teased more of 
the slippery fluids from him, lavishing equal attention to the heavy sac that contracted back with each flick of 
his tongue. His face was slick with his own saliva, combining with the pre-cum and lube, as he held Richie's 


balls out of the way with one hand while massaging the spot between them and Richie's increasingly greedy 


hole. 


"Ngh..Ni-Nikki..please..mmm," Richie mumbled from above his head. Nikki reached up blindly and wrapped his 
hand around Richie's throat, squeezing just firmly enough that Richie's darker, perverse side got a thrill from 


it, his cock bouncing wildly against the top of Nikki's head. "Wanna.mmm..wanna cum.please." 


Nikki heard Richie's desperate pleas and his body responded with an almost instantaneous combustion of heat 
that filled every cell of his body. With a final kiss against the delicate flesh of Richie's ass, Nikki crawled slowly 
back up Richie's body, trailing his tongue over skin with each inch gained. 


"You wanna cum, do you?" Nikki asked when he was propped up over the younger man. His cock nudged Richie's 


opening, seeking refuge as Nikki looked down at his lover. 


Richie had broken out in a fine sweat, droplets beaded together before finding the point that they cascaded 
down to the bedding below. Dark hair was spread over the white-ish sheets as he tossed his head back and 
forth. His arms were still above his head, crossed at the wrists, desperately clutching at the sheets, the air, 
themselves, as Richie clung on to the last vestiges of his control. He was perfection and Nikki counted himself 


lucky that Richie allowed him to see him at his most vulnerable. 


"Mmm..Nikki..please," Richie pleaded again, wrapping his long legs around Nikki to pull him in closer, to where he 
needed him the most. 


He held off for as long as possible before plunging deep into the beckoning body, causing Richie to cry out and 
arching up to him violently. Nikki fucked Richie hard and fast, edging closer to his final release. He dropped down 
low over Richie and sought out his mouth as they rutted like animals. 


Nikki blindly reached for one of Richie's hands bringing it back down between them, breaking their kiss long 
enough to say, "Cum with me, Street Rat.” 


Richie made a strangled sound as his eyes almost rolled back in his head, his back arched up off the bed and 
his sphincter gripped Nikki's cock as he emptied himself onto his belly. Within moments, Nikki was falling off the 
precipice into his orgasm, joining Richie in the Empty, the oblivion, that followed a mind-blowing release. 


"Jesus..fuckl" Nikki cursed loudly, dropping his head against Richie's shoulder as the post-coital tremors shook 
them both, each reacting to the other. Nikki swallowed hard, trying to get as much oxygen as possible, back 
into his body. 


The couple laid together, completely boneless, drifting in and out of their own thoughts and consciousness until 
Nikki slipped free of Richie's body. With a groan, Nikki rolled from Richie's body, holding the condom in place 
until he was sitting on the side of the bed. Stripping the sticky mess from his body, he rose and took the few 
steps to the small bathroom to dispose of it in the trash. 


He looked around and found a washcloth. He looked at himself in the small mirror, licking Richie's taste from his 
lips as he ran the water to wet the washcloth to clean his belly. He rinsed the cloth again, deciding to leave 
Richie's scent on his skin until he showered next, he went back to the bed to find Richie propped up against the 
bedhead, smoking. 


"Hey you," Nikki said, tossing the cloth to Richie to clean up with while he climbed back onto the bed and 


stretched out beside his lover. 


"How were you able to stand upright after that?" Richie chuckled, his eyes all but closed. "It took me all 
remaining energy to sit up." He placed the pack of cigarettes on Nikki's chest, along with his lighter before 


swiping at the remnants of lube between his legs and his own seed over his belly. 


"That was fucking amazing, babe. | think | nutted out my whole existence into that rubber. The only thing to 
top it," Nikki replied, lighting a cigarette and blowing the smoke toward the ceiling, "would be to lick up all that 
juice as it came back out of you." His cock tried to valiantly show a modicum of interest at that statement 


before giving up. "I could sleep for a week now," he mumbled, reaching for the ashtray and placing it on his 


naked chest. 


"Hmm. know how you feel,” Richie grinned, throwing the used washcloth through the bathroom door before 
snuggling down into Nikki's embrace. "But..you can't stay long. Jonny will be home soon. Sorry, babe." 


"So?!" he scoffed in reply. "He's a big boy now, right?! He knows about the birds and the bees?" 


Richie snorted in amusement, pausing a moment before sighing heavily. "Unfortunately, he knows about that all 


too well. He's a little wary of people he doesn't know," Richie offered, 


Nikki could tell that there was a story there that Richie was hesitant to divulge. "Oh?" he prompted. "Why's 
that?" 


Richie shifted to his stomach, brushing at the sheet beneath him where he dropped ash. "Jon.has been a 
victim of sexual abuse. | can't remember if he said two or three years..and he's not even eighteen yet! Not 
just any old run of the mill sexual abuse either, if there is such a thing. | persuaded him to tell me what 
happened a couple of nights after | found him" 


"Makes sense as to why he has that caged animal look in his eyes," Nikki thought out loud. 


"You can't say anything to him, okay?!" Richie implored Nikki. "He trusted me with his story.. dont want to be 


yet another person to disappoint him." 


Richie had turned his head to look at Nikki. He could see the concern in the soft brown eyes. Nikki leant over 


and kissed him, nodding in agreement. 
"| promise | won't say anything," he replied, stroking Richie's hair and face tenderly in assurance. 


Richie bit his bottom lip, a small frown creasing between his eyes, before continuing, "He's been a foster kid 
since he was little. You know..one of the ones that get shifted from place to place, unwanted, neglected, always 
being overlooked? Anyway..the last foster home.husband and wife..both of them.suffice to say they took the 


abuse to a whole new level, the sick fucks," he snarled. 


Nikki watched the tears form in Richie's eyes as he told the sorry tale. He could feel his own gut swirl in 
anger. If there was one reviled thing that Nikki hated the most, it was paedophilia. No kid deserved to lose their 


innocence like that. 


"Sexual, emotional and physical abuse too, they did it all. Used to beat him, if he protested, fought back or just 
didn't do something right. Fuck..." Richie swore, swallowing hard. "Nikki, he showed me his back..." Richie brushed 
angrily at a tear that had fallen down his cheek. "It's covered in belt marks and cigarette burns. Old ones, new 


ones. Burns and puckers where scars have been reopened time after time. Some marks | don't even want to 


think about" 

"Shit!" Nikki muttered, completely taken aback by the revelations. It explained a lot about Richie's unexpected 
houseguest now. He shifted all that was on his chest to the table beside the bed before rolling toward Richie 
and, taking the forgotten cigarette from his fingers and extinguishing it, pulled him into a hug. 


"Hey..babe..shhh," Nikki crooned, kissing the empathetic man in his arms. "He's lucky he found you. If anyone can 
show a kid like that how to live again.it's you, baby." 


"Why do adults have to be so fucking cruel?" Richie cried. 


Nikki knew that there was a little of Richie's own personal pain mixed into that statement after Richie had 


eventually told him what had happened with his own parents. 


Nikki's parents hadn't kicked him out; his was a different kind of bad. Nikki's dad had walked out without a 


backwards glance and his mother just hadn't given two fucks about him. 

He let the younger man grieve for his own parental relationship as much as the horrors that his young 
housemate had to endure and waited until he was calm and almost asleep before gently extricating himself to 
dress. Sex and crying will knock the mightiest off their feet. 

"You're leaving," Richie said, matter -of-factly. 


"Yeah, it's getting late," Nikki smiled down at him. "Jonny-boy will be home soon and | don't want to scare him 
again like that last time." 


Richie offered him a sleepy smile. "Mm'kay. Love you, Nik," he mumbled before drifting into sleep. 


Nikki stood for a moment, watching as his yourger lover drifted off into a deep sleep before he kissed his 
forehead and said with a sigh, "Love you Too, Richie." 


Nikki closed the bedroom door behind and collected his jacket and boots from the living room when he first 
arrived. Making sure he had everything, he let himself out of the apartment, making sure the door locked 
behind him and headed out into the streets, smelling of sex and ready for the evening ahead. 
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Wild Side 


Author's Notes: 
Saturday Nights Chapter 3 


Guess what?! We've reached the end of Saturday Nights, or should | say the beginning.anyway, this is the 
first time Jon sees Nikki in the original story. 


But it's not the end of Nikki's story.there are at least another six or seven chapters still to come. 


Just to let you know, next week's chapter may be running later. I'm working on a little something for the 
Ficmas Tree and as you know that needs to be registered Monday which means I'll be off to a late start on 
Chapter Eleven. 


In the meantime, hope you're ready for this one. needed a cigarette after finishing this one (and | don't 


smoke), a cold shower and a lie~-down@) 


Nikki stared out of the window as the plane started its descent from the still-dark skies. He was running the 
past 24 hours though his head and recalling how he'd probably just destroyed the best thing that had ever 
happened to him. 


It was almost certainly the stupidest thing he'd ever done, but he was scared. No, not scared..fucking terrified 


was probably more apt. 


So he was running. Running to put as much distance as possible between himself and the thing that terrified 
him. Unfortunately, that meant putting that distance between himself and Tommy, too. 


It was Tommy that was the instigator of this escape..but he wasn't mad at Tommy. How could he ever be mad 


at the one person that meant so much to him? He was mad at..and scared ofthe situation, not the man 


Nikki groaned and shifted in the cramped seat as his brain refused to stop poking and prodding at the events 
of the previous night. He closed his eyes to the slowly appearing New Jersey lights, hoping to make the hurt a 
little less as he analysed his thoughts and feelings. 


It had started off as one of their normal evenings. Tommy was a little more skittish as they ate at one of 
their favourite restaurants, but not enough to throw Nikki any warning signs of what was going to go down 
later. They'd enjoyed a late meal before doing the usual rounds of the clubs that the Bass Family Trust owned. 
Again, nothing out of the norm for their nights. 


Then Tommy had dropped his bombshell. He was ready for and wanted more commitment. Something that Nikki 
just didn't have in him to give. Call him gun-shy or a fucking chicken.whatever, it had made Nikki's blood run 
cold and his flight instinct had kicked in. 


Which brought Nikki to his current predicament..with nothing but his scuffed carry-all and the couple of 
hundred bucks he'd had in his pocket, Nikki left Newark airport in search of the life he'd left behind 
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A few days later, Nikki wandered into the familiar diner, looking for an even more familiar face among the 


early lunchtime crowd. 


Over the last couple of days, he had found somewhere to live. It was tiny and dirty but wouldn't burn his 
limited resources too rapidly. He was pretty sure it had been a drug den or someone had died there before 
Nikki took over the short-term lease. He didn't care, it had everything he needed as it came semi-furnished, 
whether by choice or chance he wasn't sure, and it was close to all the amenities he needed; the diner he used 


to hang out at and a liquor store. The only concession Nikki made to the cleanliness of the apartment was to 


buy fresh bedding. 


With accommodation sorted, and a few feelers spread out amongst his old contacts within the drug scene, Nikki 


pushed open the door to the diner and waited at the front counter to be seated 


"Can | help y-..Nikki?!" Rosie exclaimed happily, after seeing who her next customer was. "Well, | never! Come 


here, child, and let me see youl" 


"Hey, Rosie," Nikki smiled warmly and submitted to the older woman's scrutiny before he was enveloped in one 


of her hugs. 


"Oh, you look well, child," Rosie said as she hooked her arm through Nikki's and led him to a booth in her 
section, "but | detect a little something underneath that tan. Sit!" She pushed Nikki into the seat and continued, 
"lIl take your order then I'll take a break and we can talk" 


He placed his order, the cheapest meal on the menu to save his money, and Rosie walked off with a cluck of 
her tongue. Nikki looked around the diner as he waited. Nothing had changed, he decided. He wondered if the 


clientele were still the same too. 


When Nikki arrived back in New Jersey it had been the early hours of the morning. He'd found a deserted 
departure lounge and curled up on one of the seats to catch up on some of the sleep he'd lost on the flight 
over. That was until a security guard found him and moved him along. He caught the bus out of Newark 
airport and got off at the stop closest to where he used to live, figuring that, at the very least, he knew his 


way around the area. 


When he'd lucked out in finding a shitty, but cheap enough to afford, apartment, his first priority was finding a 


place that sold bedding and insecticide for the bugs and roaches that usually accompanied such a place. 


Since then, and after unpacking his few belongings, he'd been back out on the streets reestablishing his 


contacts and searching for one in particular. 


Richie Sambora. The hot little number he had been dating before he left for LA with Tommy, the one he called 
his little Street Rat. 


Nikki had asked at the hostel he knew Richie had lived at, but was told that he had moved on and into his own 


apartment. 


"Does he still work for Al?" Nikki had asked the tired-looking rent boy, who must be one of Richie's co- 
workers. Al ran a doss-house for his streetwalkers who had nowhere to go until, or if, they got back on their 


feet again 


"Yeah, man," the guy replied blearily. "He's one of Al's top earners these days. He got moved up the ranks, but 


I'm not sure what patch he's working now though." 
"Thanks," Nikki replied before the door was abruptly closed in his face. 
"Here you go, child," Rosie said, placing a plate overloaded with food and drawing him out of his reverie. 


"Dollface, | didn't order all of that," Nikki said as his stomach growled and his mouth watered. 


"I know, child," she smiled kindly and sat opposite Nikki, groaning softly as she got off her feet. "You looked 
hungry though. Eat..then tell me what brings you back to New Jersey.” 


Nikki didn't need telling twice as he bit into the burger, smiling and moaning in appreciation. He swallowed the 
first bite then immediately took another. Before long the burger was almost demolished and the fries were 


halfway gone, too. 

"Now," Rosie said once Nikki had slowed somewhat, "tell me what you're doing back here." 

Nikki wiped his face on a napkin and sipped on his soda before answering. "l.l needed a break from LA," he 
shrugged, hoping she wouldn't see through his veil of non-definitive answers. "You know..they're all so plastic 
and cheerful," he exaggerated a grimace. "There's only so much sunshine and happiness a guy like me can take." 
Nikki tried not to squirm under Rosie's watchful gaze. She was all-seeing in her assessment of people, he'd 
learned. Similar to the advice of holding still when coming across a wild animal, the only way to go undetected 


by Rosie was to tough it out, lest you get caught. 


"Hmm," she hummed, noncommittally, which Nikki took as a good sign. "Well, | do like that tan on you, child. You 


always looked slightly ill when Richie first brought you here." 


Thats because | was probably dope sick at the time, Nikki thought to himself. "Speaking of Richie," he dodged. 


"Have you seen him lately?" 


"I have," Rosie replied shortly. "You're not back here to cause him any trouble, are you? Because that poor 


boy has only just got over you leaving him the way you did” 


"Dollface," Nikki said, taking Rosie's hand, "you know I'd never deliberately hurt him. When.when | left, he knew 
that | was going." 


"Didn't make it hurt any less, child,” she replied meaningfully, squeezing Nikki's hand slightly. "It took him months 
to see the light." 


"So tell me where he is so | can fix it.please, Rosie," Nikki pleaded gently. 


"He's been upgraded.he's got a new patch of street," Rosie replied after careful consideration. "Down the end of 


Main, near the old industrial sites." 
Nikki flashed her a smile, "Thanks, Dollface," he replied 


"You won't find him there unless he's working though," Rosie offered. "He has a new roommate so he's been 


showing Jon around the place." 
Nikki arched his eyebrow at the news. "A roommate? As in..?" He let the question peter away. 


"As in a scared young kid he found on the street a couple of nights ago, who had nowhere to go," Rosie 
offered. "So Richie, bless him, has let him sleep on his couch until he gets settled." Rosie sat back and watched 
Nikki as that information sank in. 


"Okay, so that doesn't really surprise me," he mused. "Richie always did have a soft spot for runaways. | think 


it was because they reminded him of himself 


"Yeah, well.you be careful,” Rosie advised. "This one is particularly skittish and | don't think Richie would 


appreciate you scaring him off” 
I'd have to find him first," Nikki hinted, looking at Rosie hopefully. 


"Okay..| know where you will probably find him," Rosie offered. "But you make sure you don't hurt him again, or 
Ill tell Al's goons that you did" Nikki visibly shivered. Al's enforcers were well known for their thoroughness in 
protecting his assets. Convinced that Nikki was suitably cowed, Rosie continued, "Richie usually comes in here 
for breakfast, at the end of the lunch trade. He should be around here sometime in the next hour or two. Now 


my break is over, so | guess I'll see you later.” 


Before Nikki could answer Rosie rose and left him sitting at the table. He picked at the last of his food and 
thought about how best to arrange an accidental meeting with his Street Rat. 
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Just over an hour later Nikki was lurking half a block away, pretending to be interested in the window display 
of the local pawn shop. He'd double-checked that Richie hadn't already arrived and, with a little bit of 
persuasion, Rosie had told him the direction that Richie normally approached from. Now all Nikki could do was 


wait. 


Finally, his patience was rewarded, there sauntering slowly along the opposite sidewalk was the one he'd been 
searching for. Nikki couldn't help the involuntary gasp that escaped his lips. No longer was Richie a little Street 
Rat, indeed far from it. Wearing jeans that were well-worn and moulded every curve as he walked, a Jimi 
Hendrix t-shirt that had seen better days and a black leather jacket that could have been a woman's with the 
way it rode high on his torso and cinched into his waist, Richie oozed sex and attracted attention from 
passersby, both male and female. He clearly knew the effect he was having and played up to it, winking at the 
more brazen observers and even stopping to talk to one or two. Nikki suspected that times and locations were 


being exchanged under the cover of polite conversation 


Quickly crossing the street Nikki positioned himself against a wall where he would be clearly visible and waited. 
Fuck! He was nervous. He was willing Richie to look up. Nikki licked his lips, both in nervousness and in 


appreciation of how fine his little Street Rat was looking. 


Then it happened. Richie's glance slid his way then double-backed once he registered who he was seeing. Nikki 
felt a bloom of warmth spread from his chest when Richie's face lit up happily as he moved through the mid- 
afternoon crowd. Nikki stepped away from the shop-front and into Richie's line of travel, ignoring the grumbles 
of those he had cut off without notice. 


The two dark-haired men stopped within a foot of each other, grinning and appraising each other. 
"Hey, baby," Nikki said finally. 


Richie gasped, as though Nikki's voice had startled him. He pulled Nikki into a fierce hug. "It's really you! | 
thought | was seeing things," Richie said. 


"lm here," Nikki smiled, drinking in the familiar scent of the man in his arms. It was a mix of coconut shampoo, 
cheap aftershave and the dark undertones that was all Richie. It curled into his nose as surely as the cheap 
blow he'd bought last night did and went straight to his dick, making his jeans become uncomfortable quickly. 
"Here and in the flesh," he murmured with a not-so-subtle roll of his hips. 


"Hmm," Richie hummed, as his hand moved up into Nikki's hair and tightened into the silky, black strands, 
twisting his head so that their lips finally met. The kiss was long and deep and totally inappropriate for the 


middle of a busy city street but Nikki couldn't have given two fucks about what people thought. 


"So | feel. Wanna come back home with me, babe?" Richie asked when the need for air finally forced them 


apart. 
"I thought you'd never ask," Nikki breathed as his hands went inside Richie's jacket. 
"| need food though," Richie continued. "| usually go to the diner but let me grab something easier." 


"The diner? Is that place still going?" Nikki asked, pretending he hadn't just annoyed Rosie for the second time 
that day. 


"Yeah! Rosie's still there too," Richie grinned, taking Nikki's hand and leading him back down the street in the 


direction that he'd just come from. 
Richie stopped for a sub sandwich from a little place close to his apartment and ate it one-handed while they 


walked, hand-in-hand. Nikki was amazed when Richie almost inhaled half the sandwich within a block of the 


store. 
"Hungry, Street Rat?" he chuckled 


"Starved! It was a long night," he replied around a mouthful of food, a slight dribble of sauce clung to the side 
of his face. "I kinda short-changed Al the night before and had to work later to make it up." 


"That's not like you..what happened?" Nikki asked. 


"Mmm," Richie hummed as he swallowed another mouthful, "Too long a story to get into now but | got 


distracted by something and had to call the night short” 
"Ah," Nikki nodded. "I imagine that Al took out his own form of punishment too, right?" 


Richie scoffed and nodded. "That he did. My throat is still a little sore. His dick matches the rest of him..on the 
skinny side but hard and piercing." 


Nikki pulled Richie to a stop and looked at him. "Did he hurt you? Coz I'll take him out if need be..fucking prick," 


he growled menacingly. 


"I'll be fine, Nik," Richie smiled, placing a small kiss on Nikki's lips. "It's not the first time and it won't be the 
last, I'm sure. | did wrong; | had to pay the price." 


"| never did like him, the slimy weasel,” Nikki snarled. 


"Well.'d rather be working for him than some of the other pimps that are out here these days," he shrugged, 


looking around at the streets that were his home. 


"There are some fucking nasty ones around now. Some kids have shown up for work half-dead from the 


beatings they get from them. There was one girl.pushed out of her handler's car as it slowed down.she stil 
had the needle in her arm. The fucker still expected her to work her ass off..she didn't make it back that 
night." 


"Whatever else Al may do, he looks after those he considers his," Richie finished with. 


"Just. just look after yourself, babe." Nikki sighed and caressed Richie's cheek, swiping at the sauce on his 
cheek. "You missed a bit." He held his thumb out and Richie grasped Nikki's wrist. 


Holding eye contact, Richie licked at the morsel with the point of his tongue, swirling it around the top of the 
digit suggestively before sucking it into his mouth. Nikki groaned before asking, "How far away from your place 


are we?" 


Richie pulled Nikki's thumb from his mouth and looked behind him. "Right here," he replied with a nod of his 
head. 


"Then what the fuck are we doing down here?" 


"Foreplay?" Richie grinned and dragged him toward the main entrance, only letting go of Nikki to search for his 
keys. 


They made their way up the stairs slowly, almost not making it to the apartment as they stopped frequently 


on the stairs, their kisses becoming more intense and clothing less secure as their hands sought flesh. 


As Richie fumbled the keys into the lock, Nikki stood behind him, pressing him against the front door as he 
unbuttoned Richie's jeans and slipped his hand into them. "Fuck.l've missed this big guy," Nikki breathed against 


Richie's neck. 
The keys fell to the floor unheeded as Nikki slowly milked Richie's cock as his other hand pushed the younger 
man's jeans down, exposing his ass. Nikki positioned himself so that if anyone should come from the other 


apartments, Richie wouldn't be exposed. 


Nikki was throbbing and aching but he was blissfully happy with both hands occupied with the supple, hot flesh 


as he kneaded the sweet cheeks of Richie's ass. 
"Nikki..fuck," Richie sighed. 
"Tell me, Street Rat.what do you want?" 


"Fuck me," he panted. "But not without a condom, baby. You don't know where I've been or who I've been with. 


Want to keep you safe." 


"Trust me then," Nikki said in a deep growl, bringing his fingers to his mouth and wetting the middle two with 


as much saliva as he could muster. "Spread your legs as far as they'll go and relax for me" 
"Out here?!" Richie asked a little incredulously. 


"Since when has a little public sex worried you, Street Rat?" He slid his hand down between them both and 
probed between Richie's ass for his entrance. Gently pushing his moist fingers through the ring of muscle, he 
felt a little resistance at first before Richie sighed and the muscles relaxed around him. "That's it, my baby," 
Nikki crooned, as both hands worked in tandem and quickly had Richie rocking between them. 


Nikki's body was complaining bitterly that it was being neglected again but he needed to feel his Street Rat 
come apart in his arms again before he even entertained the idea of his own pleasure. Who knew what tricks 
Richie had been taught by the countless johns he'd had since he left and it bugged Nikki to think that maybe 


he didn't have the necessary finesse to satisfy him anymore. 
"Oh god.Nikki," Richie panted. "| missed you. | missed this.what you do to me." 


‘I've missed you too, baby," Nikki replied, resting his forehead on Richie's shoulder as he worked his fingers 
gently in and out of Richie's ass, reaching for and brushing over the spongy patch of nerves while tugging and 
squeezing the rigid cock in his other hand. "Your ass is so goddamn hot. Fuck!" 


"N-Nikkii...." Richie groaned loudly, as his climax hit him unexpectedly. 


“Shhh, baby..thats it. Give it to me. Fuck yourself on my fingers." Nikki felt the younger man both melt against 
him, as Nikki used his own body and the door to hold him up and clamp down around his fingers whilst his 
orgasm crashed over him like a tidal wave. Richie's groans echoed against the wooden door and through the 
hallway as he emptied himself over Nikki's hand and his front door. 


There was a creak from down the hall as one of Richie's neighbours peeked out their door to see what the 
commotion was. Nikki turned his head and sent the busy-body a dirty smirk and a wink moments before the 


door slammed shut again. 


"You just gave Number Four the show of a lifetime, Street Rat," Nikki chuckled as he squeezed the last of 
Richie's seed out of the slit before bringing it up to Richie's face. The younger man lapped at his own cum as 
though his life depended on the nutritional value of it. Nikki snatched his hand back and finished the job as 
Richie turned to watch after Nikki's other fingers slipped from his ass. 


"Delicious," Nikki smiled wickedly, watching Richie's deep velvety eyes take in every moment, subconsciously 
licking his lips moments after Nikki had. "Such a bad boy, Street Rat. Making too much noise in a public space. 


Exposing yourself to a sweet old lady. Not to mention cumming over your front door. Tsk" 


Nikki noticed the little spark of something dark, something primal in Richie's eyes. He breathed through the 
responding curl of lust that settled deep in his gut. "On your knees, boy, and clean it up." 


"Uh." Richie's mouth fell open slightly at the order but Nikki saw his nostrils flare and the twitch of a smile 
at the corner of his mouth. Since he'd been out West, Nikki had perfected using his voice to control the 


situation or the person in front of him. 


"You heard me, boy," Nikki growled menacingly, just enough to send that thrill running up his spine and for 

Richie to drop awkwardly, confined by his jeans, to his knees. He sent Nikki a questioning look before facing the 
door and placing his hands on either side of the slowly dribbling cream. Richie inhaled deeply before sticking his 
tongue out to swipe nervously at the door. "Don't be a pussy about it, boy. You've had numerous dicks in your 


mouth, your own door shouldn't be a problem. 


Richie groaned and his cock twitched into life again as Nikki's tone hardened. He started to lap at the cracking 


paintwork on his front door, continuing to lick even though he'd cleaned up his cum long ago. 


Nikki sank his hands into Richie's hair and pulled his head away from the door and bent to kiss Richie, his 
tongue delving deeply into Richie's mouth to show his approval. "Good boy," he praised once he released Richie 
from his thrall. "Now hand me the keys and let's get inside so | can fuck that sweet mouth of yours." 


"Mmm." Richie managed as he fumbled for the keys where he'd dropped them minutes beforehand and handed 
them up to Nikki. 


Nikki took them and quickly unlocked the door. He stepped inside and looked around, leaving Richie on the 
threshold. The apartment was as equally as shitty as the one he'd taken just the other day, with the 
mismatched furniture, dingy worn carpet and smoke-stained walls but the difference was that Richie had tried 
to make it homely with posters on the wall and his beat-up Strat sitting in its cradle near the battered couch. 
Shedding his jacket, Nikki let it drop to the floor indolently. 


He turned back toward the door. Richie was still outside, cock valiantly attempting to resurrect itself, looking 
both nervous and hungry. Nikki smirked dirtily as he toed off his boots and reached for his belt buckle, flicking 
it open with a jangle. His cock was hard and impatient, weeping copiously and making the front of his jeans 
damp. Richie was watching his every move as he flicked open each button, biting his bottom lip, his chest 
heaving with each breath. 


Nikki pushed his jeans down to his knees, his cock leaping free of the confining denim. His legs shook with the 
sensation of the cooler air and the freedom. "Get in here and suck it, my little Street Rat" He kicked free from 
the jeans and held his cock in a firm grip, shaking it and making droplets of precum fall to the floor. "Show me 


how sorry you are for making the mess.” 


Richie groaned, swallowed heavily and shuffled into his apartment, the neighbours be damned as he carelessly 
kicked the door closed with a resounding thud. 


Nikki stood firm, legs spread, as he stroked himself. 
"Please, Nikki..can | get naked?" Richie asked, respectfully. 
| want to see your hot little body as much as you want to suck my dick," Nikki said, giving his consent. 


Richie peeled the Hendrix shirt up over his head slowly, taunting Nikki as much as he was being teased. He rose 
from his knees and pushed his jeans down his long legs, standing motionless for a long moment to allow Nikki to 


rake his hungry gaze over him. 


Richie took one, two steps, his subservience thrown out the window as he turned his seduction dial up to 
eleven, holding Nikki's eyes as he stopped in front of him. Richie's face split into a sexy grin then leaned in, 


sliding his hand beneath Nikki's hair and pulled him in for a heady kiss. 


Nikki groaned and lost himself in a kiss that made him forget about life a mere second before, let alone 
punishment of any description. The hunter had become the hunted as his Street Rat proceeded to send Nikki 


dancing on a string toward that dangerous drop off into oblivion 


With a well-placed hand in the centre of his chest, Richie easily pushed Nikki down onto the couch then, a 
moment later, took his breath away when he dropped his expert mouth down around Nikki's aching dick. 


"Fuck..!" Nikki groaned, throwing his head back to the couch, his unseeing eyes raised heavenward. Nikki was 
sure he could see his brain matter, his eyes rolled so far back in his head when Richie deep throated him. 
"Jesus..fuck..," Nikki could barely hold a train of thought let alone complete a whole sentence as the younger 


man demonstrated his expertise in giving his recipient the best possible experience. 


Nikki yelped slightly in surprise when he felt himself being yanked forward by his legs and his thigh spread 
wide as Richie suckled at his balls, drawing them deep into his mouth, his tongue swirling over them and the 


skin they took refuge in, before moving lower and lapping at Nikki's entrance. 


"Fuck I've missed you, Nikki," Richie murmured between circles of his tongue around Nikki's entrance. "No one 
gets me as fucking hot and needy as you do, baby." He ducked his head again, mouthing around at the soft 
flesh of Nikki's inner thighs, "I could cum again right now but | want to fuck you when | do" The brunette 
sucked on his fingers as Nikki had earlier and gently probed his lover's back entrance. 


Nikki always did love his ass being played with before that bittersweet sting of being stretched open. He 
groaned in pleasure, hooking his hands beneath his knees and spreading himself wider for the little Street Rat 
kneeling between them.offering himself..the most vulnerable spot on his body, for Richie's playground. 


Nikki's groans echoed around the small room, mixed with the sounds of Richie feasting on him. 


'Mmm.Rich, baby..gonna.ch god.gonna cum," Nikki stuttered, all his concentration was on holding himself 
together for as long as possible. 


"Where do you wanna cum, Nikki? You want to paint my face, let me taste you?" Richie teased. "Or..do you 


wanna fuck my sweet young ass?" 
"Fuck.l'm not one of your johns," Nikki snarled hotly. "You still owe me a blow job." 


"Hmmm. do, don't I," Richie smirked before taking the throbbing cock back into his mouth while finger fucking 
Nikki's ass, making sure to hit that spongey target with his long fingers. 


Nikki felt his body cave in on itself before everything burst forth from him in a waterfall of sparks emanating 
from his core, filling Richie's mouth with his hot cream. He felt him swallow every drop that spilled over his 
tongue, the ripples of his throat sending Nikki off again, completely draining him. 


It took all Nikki's strength to throw his arm over his eyes, as he gulped for air and willed his heart not to 
explode out of his chest. 


‘Mmmm.that was quite some load you had there, baby," Richie murmured, anointing the still-rigid cock with 
soft kisses and laps, cleaning up every last drop of fluid before kissing his way up Nikki's body. "It's usually only 
first-timers that cum that hard..and | know this ain't your first rodeo, Nik" 


Nikki barely had the energy to harumph out a laugh as Richie stood, stretching the kinks out of his back and 
legs before he padded off to the bedroom, his cock standing proudly against his belly. He returned a few 
moments later carrying condoms, a bottle of lube and the small box that Nikki knew Richie kept his supply of 
drugs in. Dropping the other items onto the coffee table, he handed the box to Nikki and said, "There's some 
top quality weed in there, man. Light one up while | get us something to drink" 


He surveyed the contents and chose the fattest, most fragrant blunt before closing the lid. He reached for his 
jeans and dug his lighter out of his pocket before touching the flame to the end of the joint, inhaling to help 
the ignition process. He let the smoke into his lungs and held it, allowing the narcotics to seep into his already 
relaxed body as Richie returned with two beers, stopping briefly to load a record onto the player and set the 


needle down carefully, before flicking the auto-repeat function 


Richie flopped down beside him, saying, "It's good, huh?" and handed Nikki a beer before plucking the joint from 
Nikki's fingers as Jimi Hendrix filled the air. 


"Oh yeah," Nikki sighed, letting himself drift. "That reminds me.. need some contacts out here again. Think you 
might be able to put in a good word for me?" 


"Sure, man," Richie replied. "How long are you in town for?" 
"At this point in time," Nikki said, inhaling the sweet smoke, "it's open-ended." 


"What happened.if you don't mind me asking?" 


"Meh..too long a story for right now," he replied, hoping to distract that line of questioning. "We got better 
things to do." He took another hit of the joint then shifted to his knees, straddling Richie's lap. He pushed 
Richie's head back and sealed his lips over the younger man's and exhaled into the kiss. He pulled back slowly, 
peeling his eyelids open only to be met by equally lazy brown ones gazing at him. A smile slid across Richie's 
mouth and Nikki kissed him deeply again, feeling Richie's hands slide unfettered over his body, touching, 


feeling..rermembering. 


After a while, Nikki nibbled down Richie's neck as his Street Rat inhaled on the joint again, the air in the 
apartment had quickly become a thick fog. "So many better things to do," Nikki murmured as he teased the 
spot below Richie's ear. The younger man hummed along to the music, dropping his head back to the couch as 


Nikki had done earlier. 


Nikki worked his way down Richie's neck, taking tokes from the joint now and again, licking around Richie's nipples 


and blowing the smoke over the damp skin only to lick again 
"Hmm..feels good, Nik," Richie mumbled. "But you need to go lower though, baby." 


"Lower you say," Nikki grinned and slithered off Richie's lap and down to the floor between the younger man's 
legs. 


"Yeah," he sighed, his eyelids becoming slightly droopy with the intoxicating weed. His hand went into Nikki's hair 
and guided him toward his groin. "Let's see how low you can go. You used to be able to take me whole..can you 


still do that, | wonder?" 


Nikki reached for his beer and took a deep swallow, wetting his dry mouth caused by the weed, and grinned. 
"l'm up for the challenge, babe. But if | can.then | want you to fuck me." 


Richie sent Nikki an indolent smile and replied, "And if you don't?" 


"Then you can do whatever your sweet little ass desires," he murmured, dropping his head to nibble and suckle 


his way closer to Richie's cock that was already standing firmly against his belly. 


Nikki gripped the length in his hand at first, stroking with sure but slow sweeps of his hand, running his thumb 
up through the V at the base of the head He tongued around the crown for a good while drawing a symphony 
of moans from the man above. It was similar in length to Tommy's but thicker.much thicker. Nikki gathered a 


mouthful of saliva and spat it onto the head, smoothing it around with his thumb. 


"C'mon, man," Richie mumbled as he watched Nikki through heavy eyelids. "Don't tell me you've lost your 


nerve." 


"Fuck you, asshole," Nikki chuckled good-naturedly, giving the man a tight squeeze in retaliation and making 
Richie squirm before taking the head into his mouth. 


He swirled his tongue around the glans, remembering Richie's taste and texture as he worked his way down 
the thick shaft. Licking and sucking, working it further and further into his throat, Nikki let his mind wander to 
just a few nights ago when he was giving Tommy head on a desk in the middle of an LA club.before it all 
turned to shit. 


He started making the hazy comparison between Tommy and Richie again and moaned when a flash of him 
being spit-roasted by them both flashed across his mind's eye. The mental imagery spurred Nikki on, seeing 
himself between them as they fucked his ass and his mouth at the same time. 


He let the head rest at the back of his throat for a longer and longer time when he heard Richie curse and 
his large hand push on Nikki's head. 


"That's it, Nik," Richie crooned. “Take it all.like you used to." 


Nikki coughed and gagged a little, tears springing quickly to his eyes from the effort before he calmed himself 
against the primal panic that happened at the perceived loss of oxygen and allowed his throat to relax. 


He felt the smooth head slip incrementally further down his throat and his nose tickled by the nest of curls 
before he needed to breathe again. He pushed back against Richie's hand and allowed the copious amounts of 
saliva to dribble from his mouth, gasping for breath, as the sting of tears pricked at his eyes. 


He looked up at his younger lover and smiled to himself. Richie was slack-jawed and sloe-eyed. 


"Hanging in there, baby?" Nikki winked at him before dropping his mouth back over his shaft. He chuckled when 
Richie groaned piteously and rolled his hips in a maddening pace as he fucked Nikki's mouth. Nikki clawed at the 


caramel skin beneath his fingers, pinching and tugging, urging Richie closer to his release. 


Reaching up Nikki placed a hand in the centre of Richie's chest, right above his heart, and stopped all his 
movement apart from a continual swallowing motion in his throat taking Richie further and further down, until 
his entire length was buried in hot flesh. 


"Oh! Fuck yeah..." Richie exclaimed. "Jesus, Nik!" 


Nikki could feel the heart beneath his palm battering away at the ribs that confined it and he knew that he'd 
won his side of the challenge. He pushed up, freeing himself forcefully from Richie's controlling hands and sat 
back on his haunches gasping for breath. "Told you | could still do it," he panted, grinning as saliva, snot and 


tears covered his face. 


"Do you know how fucking sexy you look right now? You make me so fucking...hard," Richie murmured as he 
leaned forward, gripping Nikki by the hair again. His voice dropped down into a low rumble as he said, "I'm gonna 


cum so hard in your ass, Nik But | want to savour it, so | hope you're up for a long.slow..ride, babe." 


He kissed Nikki with a heat that took his breath away as he reached for a condom behind Nikki on the coffee 
table. The kiss broke in time leaving both covered in Nikki's saliva. "Fuck, baby, you talk a good game." Nikki 


groaned hoarsely. "You've come a long way since | was here." 


Richie smirked at him, not qualifying the comment with a return "Hit me with another joint, Nik," Richie said, 
tearing the condom packet open with his teeth. "| need something to take the edge off this bad boy," he 


continued as he rolled the condom down his length. 


Nikki gave up looking for the original blunt, smoked, lost or discarded, he couldn't remember so he chose 
another from Richie's stash, trying not to salivate over the other goodies in there. He lit the joint, tossing the 
lighter to the tabletop and inhaled deeply, making a good attempt at holding it in until Richie surprised him by 
hauling Nikki up onto his lap from where he was sitting on the floor. He yelped, letting go of his lung control, 
but instead of letting the smoke curl above them, Richie clamped his lips over Nikki's sucking the vapours into 


his own lungs. 


Somehow, Nikki couldn't recall the details because his head was too fuzzy, but the next thing he felt was the 
blunt head of Richie's cock pushing against the slight resistance of his ass. He felt the slickness of the lube 
and was surprised at how he hadn't even noticed how it got there. Richie's dexterous fingers were working him 
open also. He wasn't sure if it was Richie's heady kisses that were making him lose all sense of time and space 


or whether the joint had been laced with something a little stronger. 


Regardless, as soon as that meaty cock pushed through the last of his body's defiance he was sure his brain 
blew the top of his skull to pieces and he wouldn't be too surprised to find traces of gooey brain matter on 
the ceiling above him. "Fuck!" he cried, wrenching his mouth from the younger man's as he felt the slow ascent 


of the intrusion into his body, the girth of it stretching him wider than he'd been in awhile. 
"Hmm..missed this, Nikki," Richie sighed into the side of his neck, the warm breath sending shivers down Nikki's 


spine. "That's it, darlin'.1no need to rush this time..we got all evening if need be," he crooned in that velvety 


tone that went straight to Nikki's gut. 
Finally, their bodies found their rhythms, parallel easy rolls of hips as mouths sought any skin beneath. The 
music set the foundations of their desires, peaking to the highest point before Richie slowed them right down 


only to have Nikki a needy mess minutes later. 


"Ss-Street Rat.fuck," Nikki pleaded, desperately. Nikki's vision had been reduced to the man in front of him and 
the sensation of him touching places, both physically and spiritually, that very few had been able to reach. 


In fact, only one other. He let out a keening cry at that honesty. 


"Shh, darlir’," came the soothing reply as Richie nibbled his neck, causing Nikki to drop his head back, his hair a 
waterfall of black silk down his back. 


Neither of them heard or acknowledged the knob of the front door being turned from the outside. 


"Hey, Rich, | bought-." Jon's voice carried through the partially open door. 


"What the- Kid!" Richie exclaimed, looking over Nikki's shoulder through the haze of sweet-smelling smoke that 
clouded the room, "Fuck, shut the door!" 


"Who the fuck was that?!" Nikki asked. 

"Don't worry about it, darlin," Richie replied, redoubling his attention on Nikki to distract him. "You ready to 
have your mind blown, baby? You're on that edge, aren't you?! | could stop," which he did, "and keep you 
teetering and blue-balling all night." 

"God..no," Nikki whined. "No..nononono..." 

Richie had spread his cheeks wide contributing to the feeling of being split in two. With each well-aimed stroke 
of Richie's shaft against his prostate, Nikki could feel the heat build in his gut. His whole concentration was 
focused on where their bodies joined. Long fingers teased the ringed muscle as it greedily swallowed the length 


over and over again; fed to it like a convicted man on his last death row meal. 


"No?!" Richie asked rhetorically. "So you want me to speed up?" His actions followed his words. "Fast.and hard?" 
Richie worked his hips into a frenzy, holding Nikki by the hips and guiding his movements to suit. 


"Fuck! Yessss..," he growled. He wrapped his fist around his own aching and neglected cock and pumped in time 


with Richie's thrusts, twisting and pulling in the ways he liked the most. "Jesus! Fuck..yeah..yeah, right there...” 


"Do it, Nikki," Richie snarled. "Give it to me, darlin'.come apart for me, show me that, Nikki. | want you to 


scream my name as you cum." 
"Ohhh..." Nikki breathed and let himself lose his control finally. "Christ..ngh..Richie. fuck!" 


"Yeah..," Richie groaned, his face scrunching tightly as his own climax broke through the barrier of his own 
discipline. "Nik-guh!" 


Nikki collapsed against Richie's chest, his lungs were burning as severely as his leg muscles. His bones felt like 
a gelatinous mess incapable of holding his body mass for any length of time. By the lack of movement beneath 
him, he thought that Richie was probably in the same state of meltdown. "Still alive down there?" Nikki 
chuckled. 

Richie hummed and replied, "Barely." 


"Gimme a few to recover then I'll get outta your hair since you have a guest" 


"Fuck that!" Richie growled, loosely wrapping his arms over Nikki's back "You're not going anywhere yet. You 


just got back. Jon can wait for a while. He's only sleeping on this couch for a few days, cos he's got nowhere 


else to go. That's all" 


"This couch that we just messed up?!" Nikki chuckled, finally having the energy to sit upright. "That should 


make for a pleasant sleep tonight." 


Richie barked out a quick laugh which morphed into a mewl of protest as he softened enough to slip from 
Nikki's ass when he laughed. 


lm serious, though," Nikki said, submitting to Richie's finger trails over his new-to-him tattoos. "If you're 


working tonight, you need to get ready soon, don't you?" 


The younger brunette pouted and sighed. "I should probably shower," he said. "Wanna come help me prepare? 


You know..stretch me out in the shower like you used to? That was always..fun' 


It was Nikki's turn to groan as he started stretching and sliding off Richie's lap onto the couch. "If | can ever 


get my legs to move again." 

Richie reached for and lit the forgotten joint again, taking a heavy draw on it, and handed it to Nikki before 
attempting to stand up. As Nikki drew the smoke into his recovered lungs, he felt himself being hauled into an 
upright position and straight into Richie's arms. Quite a feat considering Nikki had the advantage of being taller 
and slightly more muscular. 

"Now..you put one foot in front of the other," Richie grinned. "That's how legs work, don'tcha know." 

"Such a smart-ass!" Nikki smirked fondly as the weed took effect again quickly. 


Richie placed his hands on Nikki's shoulders and turned him on his heels to face the bedroom. 


"And this smart-ass needs fucking, darlin," Richie said, reaching for his box of pharmaceuticals before 


smacking Nikki's naked ass hard. 
"Fuck!" he yelped, rubbing at his cheek. 


"That's what I'm hoping for, Nik," Richie chortled, grabbing Nikki by the wrist and pulling him along behind him. 
"I think I'm getting my second wind." 


Later, while they cuddled in the cooling water after another heady round of pure sex for sex' sake, Richie 


briefly explained to him how he'd come to have a room mate. 


Afterward, Nikki reluctantly dressed, collecting most of his clothes from the living room as Richie roamed 
around the bedroom in nothing but a towel preparing his clothes for work. Nikki was lacing his boots, sitting on 
the floor because he'd had enough of the couch for one day, when Richie stood in front of him and said, "| 


missed this." 

"What?! Having sex all afternoon, walking around in nothing but a towel," he said, standing once his laces were 
retied, "then having to go out and have sex all night too?! You have such a hard life, kiddo." He drew Richie to 
him by his towel and grinned. "I'll be around for a while, yet. We can do this again.and again..and again 


"lIl keep you to that, darlin." The younger man leaned forward and captured Nikki's mouth in a deep kiss. 


Nikki held that kiss all the way to the door and fumbled with the handle, throwing the door open without 
restraint and letting it slam against the wall, as he pushed Richie up against the doorframe, completely 


dominating him. 
“Thanks for the fuck, baby.” 


"Is been too long, Nikki," Richie smiled and licked his swollen lips, "lm glad | saw you.." Richie pulled Nikki down 
for another dental inspection. 


"Mmm..fuck," Nikki groaned against Richie's mouth, "I gotta go. I'll call you." 


He turned away from Richie, who then moved to the bannister to watch his descent. Nikki barely glanced at 
the waiting kid as he stepped over him and skimmed down the couple of flights. 


"You gonna sit there looking at my ass all night, kid," Nikki heard Richie say, "or you gonna bring that pizza 


inside so we can eat?" 


Nikki grinned and pushed the front door of the building open, stepping out into the cooling evening. He stood, 
breathing deeply of the city air, and looked around. His Street Rat had done well for himself, he decided. 


With a final nod of satisfaction and a pleasant ache in ass and balls, he smirked and set off into the night, 
ready to jump feet first into whatever trouble found him. 
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Nikki arrived early for his shift at Clubb4. There were a few of the staff already there and they greeted him 
warmly as he signed the day's roster and collected the run-sheet. He pushed open the door to the dingy 
Manager's Office with his hip, letting it slam behind him before throwing the contents of his hands onto the 
battered metallic desk. 


He loved running this place for the Bass' and was proud of the fact that it was starting to turn its reputation 
around within the live music scene in LA. Tommy had been a willing mentor and Nikki was diligent in following 


his advice and picked things up quickly. 
This was one thing he didn't want to fuck up! 


For the business, for Tommy and more importantly, for his own sake. He wanted to prove to the world that 


Nikki-fucking-Sixx was no loser in life which was what he'd been told for most of his formative years. 


But god, he hated his office, as he looked around. He just wished he had the freedom to decorate it to his 
tastes but he understood that the profits were being sunk back into the bar at this point in time, to bring it 
up to standard. In the meantime, he littered the walls with band posters just to liven the place up a little. 


He remembered the conversation about the renaming of the club once the purchase had officially gone 
through. He and Tommy had been at home that night, celebrating, and the drunker they got, the sillier the 


names had become. 


"Ya know what?!" Tommy declared later in bed after a vigorous round of sex, leaving them both gasping for 


oxygen and the sheets all tangled and sweaty. 


"Whassat?" Niki slurred, already heading for sleep's sweet embrace and not caring that he was starfished across 


their bed, leaving Tommy fo curl up beside him so that he didn’t roll off onto the floor. 
‘hm goma call it Club 69" Tommy announced. "Coz six and nine fit Together. jus' lke you an’ me, babe." 


‘Mmmkay," Nikki remembered mumbling, sipping into unconsciousness and not hearing anything else Tommy had to 


say 


Nikki chuckled to himself at the memory and at the fact that he shouldn't have been surprised when Tommy 
had actually followed through with it. The club now proudly sported a neon blue sign of an intertwined b and 4. 
Nikki wasn't too sure if Mr Bass had appreciated the new name but it had already been signed and sealed at 
the Business Registry offices before Tommy had told his father. 


With a resigned sigh, he mentally shook himself and ran his eyes over the report from the Duty Manager that 
carried out the close-off that morning. All fairly reasonable figures. One staff member was sent home with a 
nasty gash from broken glass. Nikki made a note to investigate that further. He wanted to make sure that it 
had been a workplace accident and not an assault from a patron. Making sure everything was covered off and 
recorded where necessary, he pushed away from the paper-strewn desk and went to find out more about the 


accident. 
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Before Nikki knew it the rush of the nighttime crowd was happening and he was hurrying around putting out 
spot-fires that any normal nightclub establishment would have when drunk or high patrons, happy or 
argumentative, it didn't matter, were involved. The band that was booked that night had held promise on paper 
but when they actually started to play, Nikki was sorely tempted to throw them out on their sequined asses. 


"Hey, Nikki," Zack, the head bartender that night, shouted as Nikki was walking past on his way out to the back 


area. “Tommy called for you earlier." 


"Oh?" Nikki frowned and checked his watch. He'd lost track of time and was supposed to have been picked up by 
Tommy by now. "Ah, shit.l'm late," he said. 


"Yeah, that won't matter," Zack said. "Tommy said he'd meet you at the restaurant and that he had an urgent 


meeting come up." 

"Did he say what meeting?" 

"Nah, man," Zack shook his head and went back to serving the impatient drinkers at the bar. 

Nikki kept on his trajectory to his office, figuring he had enough time to write a couple of things down before 


he left. He grabbed his jacket, keys and wallet after leaving instructions and, instead of taking his own car, 
walked out through the main club. 


He waved goodbye to Zack, who acknowledged him with a thumbs-up so that Zack would know that he'd left. 
Patronage is up tonight, Nikki thought as he wove his way through the crowd, fending off predatory females 
and males alike with carnal hunger in their eyes. Maybe the band wasnt that bad after all 


"Hey, Danny," Nikki greeted his bouncer as he pushed out through the swing doors and ignored all the pleas to 
be let in. “I'm heading out for dinner. Keep an eye on things here for me and if you see that piece of fuck that 
glassed Jen last night." Nikki let the unspoken order hang in the air knowing that Danny would take care of the 
fucker in a manner that Tommy would be satisfied with. 


"You got it, Nikki," the big man replied. "You want me to get you a cab?" 


"I got it," Nikki said, clapping the man on the back and stepping out onto the pavement, whistling loudly as a taxi 


came closer. He climbed in the back and gave the driver the address of their favourite restaurant. 


It wasn't the first time they'd shown up stinking on cigarettes and alcohol but they'd been there so often now 
the staff knew their business led them to that state. 


"Good evening, Mr Sixx," the maitre de greeted him a short while later. "Mr Lee sends his apologies and says 
that he will be with you as soon as possible." 


"Thanks," Nikki replied and followed him to their usual table. Nikki shrugged out of his jacket and handed it to 
the man who was holding out the chair for him. Coming here by himself made Nikki a little uneasy and he 
always felt as though he was being watched and judged. He'd much prefer being here with Tommy who had 
grown up going to places like this. 


He ordered a drink and waited nervously. The waiter brought Nikki his drink and two menus, leaving one in 
Tommy's place. Nikki opened his menu, more for something to do rather than to actually choose something. 


He'd been here enough times to know what was on offer. 


Time dragged on as he checked his watch for what seemed like the hundredth time since he got there and had 
just ordered another drink when Tommy came bursting through the door, almost knocking over a vase of 
flowers in his exuberance. Nikki smiled and watched as his lover made his way through the tables after 
spotting him. Tommy's face was so full of joy that it was hard for the other patrons not to react with a 


return smile. 


Tommy came to a stop beside Nikki's chair and dropped a kiss to his lips, "lm so sorry l'm late, Nik," he said as 


he sat down. "Have you ordered yet?" 
Nikki shook his head. "No, | was waiting for you to get here. Did something go wrong at the clubs?" 


"No, not at all. | just had to get something signed by Dad," Tommy said. "Mom says hi by the way. She wants 


to know when we're coming over for dinner next?" 


"When my boss stops being a slave-driver," Nikki smirked and Tommy pulled a face back at him. 


"May | take your orders now, gents?" The waiter had materialised beside them and they both placed their 


usual orders. 


Dinner processed as normal as they discussed Clubb4 as well as the others in Tommy's care while they ate. 


Nikki noticed that Tommy was getting slightly more agitated as they were finishing up. 
"You okay, Tom?" Nikki asked as Tommy called for the bill as soon as the last morsel was eaten. 


"Yeah," he said, flashing Nikki a quick smile. "| wanna get out here though." Tommy left enough cash for dinner 
and a generous tip before pulling Nikki to his feet, barely waiting for him to collect his jacket. 


Nikki chuckled, slightly perplexed at Tommy's behaviour but trailed after him to the exit and ultimately to 
Tommy's car. He was even further baffled when Tommy headed back toward the Strip rather than home like 
he usually did after dinner. He shifted in the passenger seat to face his lover and said, "Babe, did you take 
something at one of the venues earlier? You're acting. dunno, more hyper than normal. Coz, it's alright if you 


did, | just wanna be aware..you know, if you have a bad trip or something.’ 


Tommy threw his head back with a laugh. He took Nikki's hand and brought it to his mouth, kissing the back of 
it and placing it in his crotch. "lm good, man. l'm better than good, actually. I'm high on life, Nik Everything's 
just slotting into place perfectly right now." 


"How so?" 


"The clubs are doing great and Dad's really happy about that, let me tell you," Tommy said holding Nikki's hand 
in place. "I've had a great meal with some most excellent company who I'm hoping l'm gonna be able to fuck 


very shortly. What's not to be happy about?!" 


"Is that right?!" Nikki asked rhetorically with a smirk "Just because you've wined and dined me and forced my 
hand onto your dick, you think I'm gonna let you fuck me?!" He rubbed the growing erection beneath his palm 


with pleasure, letting his own body react in a similar way. 


Tommy slid a glance over to him before careening the car into the car park behind Clubb? and said, "Yeah.| 


know | am, babe. Get out." 


With a final squeeze, Nikki pushed out of the car and wasn't that surprised when Tommy almost leapt over 
the car. Nikki was pushed up against it as Tommy, holding Nikki's jaw with one of his large hands, forcing his 


mouth open, planted a heated kiss on his lips. 


There were a few catcalls coming from people passing by on their way to the entrance but Nikki couldn't have 
cared less at this moment in time. Tommy was horny and Nikki wasn't that far behind him. Nikki gripped 
Tommy's wrist and shook himself free. "We gonna stand out here like two horny teenagers trying to cop a feel 


or you gonna take me inside and fuck my ass?!" he snarled, his white teeth flashing in the darkness. 


Tommy growled in response and flipped him against the car. "| should fuck you out here for that, brat," he 
said, rolling his hips against Nikki's ass. 


"Then do it," Nikki breathed. 


Tommy shook his head, "Not tonight, babe." Grabbing Nikki's eloow and hauling him behind him, Tommy made 
for the back entrance. He unlocked the door and pulled Nikki inside before letting it slam closed. They'd almost 
made it to Nikki's bare office when Zack saw them, drawn by the closing of the door, and started walking 


toward the couple. 


"Oh! Nikki! I've got that-," he said before the office door was firmly and loudly shut in his face by Tommy, the 
lock flicked across to keep any unwanted interruptions. "Guess I'll catch you later then!" he yelled through the 


door. 


Nikki was shrugging out of his jacket without any haste when Tommy slipped his hand beneath his hair and 
around the back of his neck, squeezing his fingers tightly and forced Nikki to his desk. With one movement, 
Tommy swept all the papers to the floor and bent his lover over the desk. "Don't move a fucking muscle until | 


tell you To," he said 


Nikki chuckled darkly, tossing his head once Tommy had released him, so that his hair was to one side and he 
could watch over his shoulder. He felt Tommy's hands fumble desperately at his pants, finally feeling the cool 
air-conditioning against his heated skin as his jeans were pushed down over his hips before joining his shoes in 


a pile on the floor. 
Tommy groaned and dropped to his haunches behind him. Nikki yelped when Tommy took a bite out of his left 
buttock before it was soothed with broad strokes of Tommy's tongue. Nikki started leaking precum as 


Tommy's hands kneaded his cheeks and his mouth went to work at teasing his rosy pucker. 


Nikki gripped the edge of the crappy desk until his knuckles were white. "Ahh.Jesus, Tommy..," he moaned as 


Tommy pushed a saliva-covered finger through gently before working a second and third in over time. 
"Spread them Nikki," Tommy ordered, kicking the inside of his feet. "Spread your legs wide, let me in" 

Nikki pushed his feet sideways as far as he could reach, but it wasn't enough for Tommy. He grabbed Nikkis 
thighs and pushed them even further. Nikki was forced to shift his weight, twisting slightly so that he was 
standing on the ball of his left foot, with his right toes several inches off the ground 


"| guess we need to make sure we get a lower desk," Tommy laughed quietly at the sight of his lover balancing 
on one foot with the other waving in the air. 


"But how would you manage when you're the one face down on the wood?" Nikki asked breathlessly. 


"IIl just have to spread my legs even wider won't |," Tommy smirked. 


"Oh yes," Nikki returned the smirk with one of his own, "we definitely need a lower des-." His words changed 


into a groan as Tommy's cock pushed into him finally. 
"You were saying, babe?" he asked once he was fully seated. 


"Just.fuck..," Nikki breathed as Tommy started the slow roll of his hips, building in intensity quickly. The 
younger man was brutal in his power as Nikki's hip bones bashed against the edge of the desk. 


"God, Nikki.been thinking of your ass all day," Tommy grunted, the sound of flesh against flesh ringing through 
the bare room. He reached around Nikki's hips and gripped his cock, tugging and twisting it in unison, milking him 


of precum to smear his ass with. 


Nikki felt the familiar heat building low in his gut and it didn't take long for that vortex to intensify to the 
point that he couldn't hold back even if he tried. He pushed back against his lover and muttered, 
"Ungh... Tommy..fuck!" 


"Ah..ahhh..that's it, baby," Tommy groaned. "I gotcha..| gotcha" 


Moments later Nikki felt Tommy's length swell within him before the heat of the brunette's release coated the 
inside of Nikki's ass. Nikki's arms couldn't hold himself up any longer and he collapsed against the cool of the 
metal as the final tremors shook them both. 


Nikki couldn't tell how long they stayed like that but he was sure that if the desk weren't there they'd both 


be in a heap on the floor. 
"| gotta sit down," Tommy finally muttered, laying kisses down Nikki's spine as he pushed away to stand upright. 


Nikki straightened up also, rubbing at his hip with a whimper where it had been smashed against the edge of 
the desk He smiled as Tommy wobbled to the desk chair, collapsing into it and trying not to get his sticky hand 
anywhere. "There's a box of tissues in the drawer, babe." Tommy wheeled himself closer and yanked open the 


drawers until he found them. 


After testing the validity of his legs, Nikki went to the small refrigerator and found a bottle of water and two 
beers. He opened the beers and handed one to Tommy, along with the water to clean up with, before taking a 
well-earned drink He was parched. He retrieved his pants and pulled them on, partially closing the zip. 


"C'mere, Nik," Tommy said, motioning him closer. 


Nikki gave him a lazy smile and moved to stand between Tommy's legs, his well-used butt resting against the 
hard edge of the desk. "Feel better, Tom? You seemed a bit on edge earlier," he asked, putting his foot on the 


chair between Tommy's legs, brushing against the now-lax balls. 


"Hmm," he replied with a nod, drinking his beer. "So..." he continued a few moments later, rubbing Nikki's leg, 
both too sated to move much, "you need a new desk. What sort would you get? How would you fix up the 
office here?" 


Nikki gave Tommy a brief puzzled look before looking around at the room. He knew exactly what he wanted 
because it was something he had dreamed about since getting the job. 


"Well.firstly, the walls would be like a dusky red colour. Dark carpets with oriental-style rugs. Funky light 
fittings. The desk would be black, shiny..with some kind of decorations on the sides. And it makes sense to keep 


it toward that alcove so then | could have one of those huge fucking antique safes in the corner." 


He stood and wandered the room, visualising where everything would sit. "I'd have a big ol settee and matching 
chair in the middle here," he pointed to the spot facing the blank wall, "so that | could sit there and watch the 
security screens up on that wall. To keep an eye on the floor. Maybe a coffee table, glass top, of course, right 


in front of it" 


Tommy rose from the chair and walked up behind him, slipping his hands around Nikki's waist. "What about the 
rest of the club? What's your vision, babe?" he asked, resting his chin on Nikki's shoulder. 


"Well the sound system is already top of the range, but I'd upgrade the stage lighting and add smoke machines 
and lasers. I'd also improve the backstage facilities, add showers with unlimited hot water and a more 


comfortable green room." 
"Hmm..go on," his lover said. "Why so much backstage?" 


"You want to encourage good bands to come back and to spread the word among the community about what a 
great place it is to play. But.that's gonna cost a lot of hard cash upfront. Its your call Tommy, but..that's 
what I'd do." 


"Mmmm," Tommy murmured. "Actually Nikki.it's not my call. Its yours." 


"Huh? What have you been on tonight?" he chuckled. "Don't be dumb.it's your club..or your dad's.|'ve lost track 
of who owns what." He moved away from Tommy's grasp. Something made him uncomfortable but he wasn't 


sure what it was. 


I'm not being dumb," Tommy said. "The club.its yours. As of tonight. That's why | was late to dinner tonight. | 


needed Dad's signature on the paperwork and | wanted to get something from Mom." 


He walked over to where his jacket fell not twenty minutes ago. Tommy pulled a small sheaf of paper from the 
inside pocket and something else that he slipped into his pants pocket. He flattened the paper out against his 
chest as he walked back to a mutely terrified Nikki 


"You've earned this, babe. You've turned this club around and Dad was so impressed by that, that he agreed 
to the transfer," Tommy continued excitedly, pushing the papers at him. 


Nikki took them, his hand trembling as he tried to focus on the words but the pounding in his head and in his 
chest were making it difficult to concentrate. Words popped off the white page as though they had a life of 


their own. 


Transfer. 

Nikki Sixx. 

Bass Family Trust 
Renamed 

Sixxty? 


Complete ownershp. 


"Nik.baby, we've been together for a while now and | can't imagine my life without you in it" Nikki's eyes were 
drawn to Tommy and watched in horror as time seemed to slow and the younger man dropped to his knee and 


held out his hand. 


"Nikki, baby..will you marry me?" Tommy's hand opened and lying on his palm was a gold band with some kind of 


fancy work around the outside. "Its old; it was my grandpa's ring. Mom gave it to me." 
Everything came back into focus and real time suddenly as though he'd stepped back out of a time-warp. 


Nikki's mouth dropped open, gasping for breath as he shook his head. "No! No! Don't do this, Tommy!" Nikki 


exclaimed. "You can't do this." 


He saw the confusion and heartbreak on Tommy's face as he forced the papers back at him and stalked to the 


furthest corner, trying to put as much distance between his lover and himself. 


"Wha-!? But.Nikki, why?" Tommy asked as he rose from the floor, following his every move. "I thought you 


loved me? | thought you loved me as much as | love you?!" 


“Tommy..don't you see?!" Nikki replied, hugging himself, his head hanging low. "Everything | love, everybody | 


love..it all ends fucked up. I'm just a walking, talking disaster zone." 


"Don't! Just don't, Nikki!" Tommy pleaded, the paperwork forgotten now. "How can you say that?! You've turned 
this place around an-." 


"But you've always had the final say! I've just been following your instructions..its all been you," Nikki exclaimed. 
"Keep yourself safe, Tom. Please...please don't shackle yourself to me because I'll just end up driving you away 


too. 


"Like fuck you willl" Tommy yelled, stalking the few steps toward the older man. He gripped Nikki's arms and 
shook him a little, "I ove you, Nikki Sixx. Completely and utterly. You would never drive me away, do you hear 


me?!" 


Nikki broke free of Tommy's grasp and said, "You say that now but what happens when this place starts to 
fail again and I've fucked one too many other people for your liking?! Huh?! You'll want to pack up and leave the 


way my dad did but you'll be weighed down by me.just like my mom has always told me." 


"Don't you dare compare me to your motherfucking parents!" Tommy snapped. "I'm not going anywhere, Nik 


You got me for life.don't you know that?!" 

"That's the thing, Tom," he said, feeling absolutely sick that he was breaking Tommy's heart. "Parents, 
man.they're supposed to be for life too, but mine..mine just didn't give a damn.and l'm just like them. | can’t. 
can't let you do that to yourself, Tommy.” 

"Besides," Nikki continued, "if Deanna ever hears about this..she'll be after whatever money she thinks she's 
entitled to. Why do you think I've always had shit jobs and hustled drugs?! The less she knows about the 
better." 

"We can get the company lawyers to deal with her," Tommy offered, hoping for a solution 

"Oh god..." Nikki groaned as one thought dawned upon him. He knew the Bass’ were well-off but it only just 
occurred to him how wealthy they truly were. He dropped to his haunches as his arms wrapped around his 
stomach, feeling sick suddenly. 


"What's wrong, Nikki? Are you okay?" Tommy asked, rushing to his side. 


"Don't you see?!" Nikki said, sadly. "If Deanna.fuck, if Deanna gets wind of you and your family's money, you'll 
never be rid of that gold-digging whore." 


"Don't worry about her, Nik The law-," Tommy started to say before he was stopped. 


"You don't know that bitch! Nikki screamed, standing suddenly. "l-I can't, Tommy. can't do this..'m-'m sorry." 
He needed to get out of there. He needed to think He rushed to the desk to grab his car keys. 


"What are you doing, Nikki?" Tommy asked, panic clearly tainting his words. 
"l-l dunno yet," he replied, tugging on his shoes and reaching for his jacket. He felt Tommy's strong hand grip 
his arm, stopping him in his tracks. Nikki turned to see the tears tracking down Tommy's face and his resolve 


faltered for a moment. 


He looked over Tommy's shoulder and saw Deanna standing there with a self-satisfied smirk on her pretty 
face. "NO! You'll never get to him, bitch!" he yelled at the mirage, yanking his arm from Tommy's grasp. He 


opened the door after several attempts at unlocking it, and let it slam against the wall behind it. 
"NIKKI!" 


He was out in the hall and heading for his car, when Tommy yelled to him from the doorway. He stopped 
briefly, not wanting to turn around, lest he rush back to his lover and beg for his forgiveness. He couldn't take 
that chance. He had to keep the Bass' and more importantly, Tommy safe. Which meant leaving them. 


"If you're leaving me," Tommy's broken and tearful voice carried down the hallway, "please. will you call me to 


tell me you're safe?! Please?!" 
Nikki nodded, "Okay, Tom." 


"lIl be here waiting when you're ready to come home, Nikki," Tommy said as Nikki started walking again. "I love 


you and | know you love me, too. Just remember that" 


Nikki pushed through the entrance with Tommy's words ringing in his ears. He threw himself into his car and 
peeled out of the car park, spinning his wheels dangerously. He drove aimlessly until he forged a plan in his 


head. He turned the car toward home, hoping that Tommy hadn't thought to go there to find him. 


He pulled into the drive, thankful that Tommy's car wasn't there, and raced upstairs to throw a few things 
into his old carry-all. Clothes, toiletries, whatever cash he could find and a few pieces of jewellery that he 
could sell if he ran out of cash. He didn't want to risk taking his stash of coke, but did a couple of quick lines 
before looking around the empty house for the last time. 


He bit down on his fist as a sob broke from his chest, finally allowing himself to feel the devastation of yet 


another failed relationship. 
It doesnt have to go this way, his conscience pricked at him. 


"Yes, it does!" he said out loud. "I can't have Tommy ruined by me. He should never have said all that. He 
should have been happy keeping it loose." 


But he loves you and you love him. You know you do. 


Nikki dropped to his haunches again, holding his head in his hands. "I do! But that's also the reason | can't make 


any commitment to him. It will ruin him and his family. | can't have that!" 
Youre making the biggest fucking mistake of your life, dumbass. 


"I KNOW THAT!" he screamed into the empty house, dropping to his knees. "Just shut the fuck up," he said, 
hitting the side of his head with his fist in the hopes that it would shut his conscience up. He took some 


calming breaths before clambering up from the floor. 


He walked woodenly to the phone and called for a cab before leaving his whole keyring on the kitchen counter. 


He wouldn't be needing them and knowing Tommy, he'd keep them safe anyway, should he return. 


Collecting his carry-all from where he left it, he stepped out the front door and pulled it closed behind him 
just as the cab rolled into the driveway. 


Nikki walked slowly to the car and climbed in the back seat. 
"Where to, man?" the driver asked. 


“Airport,” Nikki replied shortly before curling up into the corner and letting his tears fall silently as the driver 
backed out of the drive and headed down the street; away from Nikki's heart. 
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Nikki was walking through Clubb4 checking on the bar, collecting glasses and generally making sure that 
everything was in order. Tommy had arrived about an hour previously and had started reviewing the 
paperwork first before hitting the floor. It always made him nervous when Tommy was checking the books so 
Nikki liked to make himself scarce. He was still new to all of the business side of running the club but he was 


determined to get it right. 


He was constantly asking Tommy questions and for his opinion on things, figuring that even though Tommy was 
younger than him, he'd learned from a young age from his father. 


Tommy. Nikki smiled to himself as he thought of his young lover. He was like an exuberant puppy, always 
playful and excitable, but Nikki was privy to the Tommy that few saw. Thoughtful, considerate, just and loving. 


Not to mention a business brain that soaked up and processed information at lightning speed. 


Nikki wanted to learn as much about the business side of things as possible from Tommy, finally seeing a clear 
pathway for himself, maybe even a respectable pathway for a change. 


There were a large number of unruly drunks in the bar tonight. Nikki had already had to calm a couple of 
situations down and ejected the worst of the offenders but there was something in the atmosphere that 
crawled up Nikki's spine tonight. For some reason, he had a feeling of dread. 


"Zack," Nikki called to his bartender as he placed a column of empty glasses down to be washed. "You got eyes 
on anyone here tonight that | should know of?" he asked when Zack moved closer. 


“There's one group of idiots over in the back corner who is giving Kristen a hard time," he replied, pointing the 


group out to Nikki. 


Nikki looked them over, seeing about a dozen guys, early 20's, with a table full of glasses. They were rowdy 
and kept stopping any females that had the unfortunate experience of walking past them. Nikki knew their type, 
possibly college boys, entitled, deciding to slum it on The Strip tonight with money to burn 


"Does she want to change areas?" Nikki asked. 


"| asked her but she said no, she'd handle it," Zack replied. "I've also warned Monica to be careful. She's working 
the next section of tables and has to walk past them" 


"Keep an eye out and let me or Tommy know if they get any worse. Thanks, Zack." 


Nikki noticed that Tommy had appeared on the floor; his lover's mane of dark hair moving through the crowd 
as he mingled with the patrons. Nikki grinned but went back to work, checking the stock levels behind the bar 


and making a note of what needed replenishing. 


A woman's scream rang out over the music and Nikki turned, just in time to see Tommy launching himself into 
the fray of men that Zack had pointed out not moments earlier. A small group of them had Monica bent over 
the table, struggling with all her might whilst one of them tried to pull her panties down. 


The guy seemed to be under the influence of some kind of drug and was clearly single-minded in his attempt 


to sexually assault their waitress, continuing his attack despite Tommy's appearance. 


"Just give it up, you little slut," he yelled over the music. Monica screamed again after the resounding crack of 


a head being hit on the table. 
"Fuck!" Nikki exclaimed. He hadn't heard a scream like that since he was a kid. 


Deanna had a visitor over who just assumed that she would go along with what he wanted Nikki, who was 
about ten years old at that stage, leapt to Deanna's defence only to have the absolute shit beaten out of him 
too. He felt that ten-year-old-boy fear wash over him but he didn't want Tommy to be in a dozen-on-one 


fight either. 


As he pushed through the crowd of onlookers, Nikki noticed that Tommy was in a rage that he'd never seen 
before. His eyes had taken on a glassy quality and his lips bared like an animal would against a predator, the 
tendons on his neck standing out prominently as he threw the men out of the way as though they were rag 


dolls, to get to the main perpetrator. 


Finally, Tommy dropped the guy to the ground, freeing Monica into the waiting arms of Kirsten, who quickly 
whisked her away to the back area. 


Suddenly there were screams about a knife being pulled and most of the bystanders scattered. The immediate 
area suddenly emptied as the two men scuffled on the floor, Tommy trying to wrestle the knife away whilst 
keeping a firm grip on the wrist that held the weapon. 


Tommy's lithe size betrayed his strength and he easily overcame the other but it was the viciousness of his 
anger that surprised Nikki. He had thrown himself into the mix, keeping Tommy safe from any further 


retribution by the rest of the group, as they watched their ringleader get beaten 


"You fucking litte cunt!" Tommy screamed into the face of the attacker before smashing it with his fist. Even 
Nikki could hear the crunch of bones as the boy's nose broke across his face. "How dare you even touch our 


staff, you fuck!" 


"They're just sluts anyway," the guy said, spraying spittle and blood as he spoke. "All women are just cheap 
lying sluts.” 


Tommy roared again and gripped the ringleader by the neck, squeezing his fingers tightly around his windpipe. 
The man was still struggling but his eyes were starting to show signs of panic as he struggled to breathe and 
the knife finally slipped from his hand. Yet, Tommy still held his grip on both the assailant's neck and arm. 


Nikki was starting to get scared. He didn't want to see Tommy squeeze the life out of someone and be up for 
a murder charge. Turning to the onlookers briefly to make sure no one was about to blindside him, he clamped 


his hand on Tommy's shoulder expecting his lover to see him and relax his grip. 
"Tom-," Nikki started to say. 


What Tommy did next though, brought all those terrifying ten-year-old boy's nightmares to the fore when his 
lover wheeled around from the attacker and blindly lashed out at Nikki, backhanding him across the face, one 
of his rings catching Nikki on the lip, sending him sprawling to the floor. 


A collective noise passed through the gathered onlookers as Tommy loomed over Nikki, still in the thrall of his 
rage and not seeing his lover. Tommy approached Nikki, stalking him, forcing Nikki to scramble back into legs 
and then the wall. 


As Tommy kept taking menacingly slow steps toward him, Nikki cowered against the wall. Both lovers were not 
seeing the other just the demons before them. 


"TOMMY!" Danny yelled, breaking his way through the crowd finally and putting Tommy into an armlock to stop 
him from reaching Nikki. "Calm the fuck down, man." 


Nikki watched Tommy struggle in Danny's hold, seeing it all happen as though he was looking through some kind 
of liquid veil. Though it wasn't Danny and Tommy he was seeing, it was Deanna and her boyfriend, his mother 
struggling to hold back her latest bedmate from reaching her son. 


Zack, who had called “Il before following Danny's pathway through the patrons, was the first to reach Nikki. He 
held out his hand but Nikki ignored it, flinching away and curling in on himself as if expecting another backhand 
swipe. Slowly Zack dropped to his haunches in front of Nikki. 


"Nikki! H's just me," the blond man said. "Are you okay? Did you hit your head?" 


Nikki blinked myopically at the face a couple of times until Zack's features melted into place. "Um..yeah..yeah, 
l'm fine," he mumbled. His face stung like a bitch but he would get over that. He started to rise but fell back 


again when his head spun again. "Gimme a sec, will you?" 


"Sure," Zack replied. He looked around behind him before turning back, shielding Nikki from public view and giving 
his boss the time he needed to become coherent. "Cops and paramedics are on their way and Danny told Brian 


to take Tommy back to the office to cool down. Monica is waiting in there and Kristen is staying with her" 
"Okay..." Nikki said. He must have sounded strange because Zack peered at him for a long moment. 
"I think you need to be checked out by the paramedics too, Nikki," Zack stated. 


"Nol" Nikki exclaimed and rose, albeit unsteadily, to his feet and said, "I'm going home.| just need to get my 
keys." 


"You're not driving anywhere," Zack protested, reaching for Nikki's arm. 


Nikki looked down at the hand holding him back and then back into the blue eyes of his staff member. "Let go, 
Zack," he growled. 


Zack dropped Nikki's arm and held his hands up in surrender. "Then at least get a cab home. You're in no fit 
state to drive." 


"Finel" he said, looking around. Most of the patrons had gone back to their own conversations as Danny and a 
team of male staff hauled the attackers into the security office waiting for the police to arrive. "Make sure 
Monica gets seen first though. She's the most important one." 


"What do you want me to tell Tommy?" Zack asked as the sirens could be heard in the distance. 


"lll see him at home when he's done with his statement," Nikki said, starting to get anxious about getting out 
of there before the police and paramedics swarmed over the place. “Close the place early, Zack. I'll talk to you 


tomorrow." 
"What about your stuff? How are you going to pay for the cab?" Zack asked. 


Nikki thought for a second then rushed over to the cash register behind the bar. He opened it and took a large 
bill out. "Make a note of that and I'll put it back tomorrow, okay?!" he said, pinning Zack with a look to say don't 
argue. The bartender nodded and Nikki said, “Thanks, man, but | gotta get outta here. Lock the doors after the 
police get here. Don't let anyone out until the police say they've finished with them." 


Nikki hurried to the front door and pushed it open. He checked down the street and saw the flashing lights 
about a block away, so, turning to the other direction, Nikki walked a block before hailing the first cab he saw. 


If anyone had asked Nikki which route the cab took to get home, he wouldn't be able to tell. He spent the whole 
trip in silence after giving over the address; his face too sore to speak and his mind whirling with the events 
of what happened. He hadn't even realised the cab had pulled into their driveway until the driver reminded him 


about the fare, not once but twice. 


Nikki handed over whatever note he'd taken from the register and muttered, "Keep the change" By the tone of 
the driver's return thanks, Nikki had guessed it was a sizable tip he'd left. 


He let himself in with the spare key they kept hidden in a very obvious fake rock. Nikki had complained about 
how it stuck out time and time again, only to have Tommy soothe him with a gentle, "They're only possessions, 


babe. | got all | need here." 


Nikki shut the door behind him with a kick and dropped the spare key in a bowl near the door, not bothering to 
turn on lights as he moved through the house, discarding shoes, socks and shirt as he went. He moved into 
the kitchen and pulled a bottle of whiskey from the shelf, taking a large swallow from it as he wandered 
aimlessly through the darkened house. 


He needed something mindless to do while he processed what had happened tonight. Not so much the actual 
event at the club but more so Tommy's blind rage and his own reactions to it. He found himself at the top of 


the stairs leading down to their lower floor games room. 


This room had become a space that Nikki had longed for as a youngster. They had video games and pinball 
machines, almost like a gaming arcade, with the neon lights and sound system. There was a table tennis table 
set up in the middle of the room, an old overstuffed leather sofa and matching armchair against one wall and 


a wet area for a small bar. 


His feet took him down the stairs and, at the bottom, he turned on the lights and the main switch for the 
machines, before moving further into the room. He wandered from machine to machine until he settled on one. 
Mindlessly destroying moving white objects on the screen helped him forget, as did the whiskey he kept close 
at hand. 


~ Ke 
"Thank you for your help tonight Officer Johnston," Tommy said as he shook the offered hand. 

"You're welcome," the older man replied, giving Tommy an appraising look. "Look, we don't normally condone the 
public taking the law into their own hands but in this case, it appears that you prevented what could have 
been a serious sexual assault and also disarmed a potentially dangerous man. Your quick actions meant that 
only one life has been ruined tonight. | don't recommend you do it again.but thank you." 


"It kinda comes with the territory when you own bars," Tommy mused, "but I'll bear that in mind” 


"You do that," the officer replied, softening the impact of his words with a smile. "| hope we don't have reason 


to see each other again any time soon 
"Yeah..me too," Tommy agreed as the officer left and he was finally alone in the office. 


Sighing aloud, Tommy flopped down into the broken office chair, wishing that the recline worked and he could 
just lie back and close his eyes for a moment. Two hours! Two long hours, he had been confined to the office, 


unable to speak to anyone until the police had taken statements from the many witnesses. 


Monica and Kirsten had been allowed to stay in the office with him whilst the paramedics checked her over, 
but as soon as she was declared fit the two of them were taken away by a female officer to give their 
version of events. Tommy was left alone with one junior officer in attendance, spending the time trying to 


recall the evening's events ready for the impending interrogation 


Almost an hour later the door had finally opened and the senior officer came to talk to Tommy. Jumping to his 
feet he mentally braced himself for questioning about his part in the whole fiasco, especially in relation to the 
level of violence involved. He was surprised when the officer dismissed his colleague and briefly indicated for 


Tommy to sit down, but it soon became clear that Tommy's statement was merely a formality. 


Apparently, all the witness statements agreed that Tommy had acted first to prevent an assault and then to 
disarm an aggressor, who posed a danger to all around him. They even agreed that the punch resulting in a 
broken nose had not reduced that risk. The threat had only been contained when Tommy had constricted his 
air supply. The officer confirmed that was how Tommy recalled events and, before he knew it, Tommy's 


statement was completed. 


With the formalities out of the way, the officer sighed and told Tommy what he had learnt during his 
enquiries. Apparently, the college kid involved had just been dumped by his fiancee; the one he had given up his 
plans to attend MIT for and followed to her choice of college in sunny California. She was a child of privilege 
and had recently found someone better suited to keeping her in the lifestyle she expected. His friends had 
suggested a night out on The Strip, probably just intending to get drunk and to try to pick up some girls to 
spend the night with. What his friends hadn't known or recognised was that somewhere along the many bars 


they had trawled he had picked up PCP and was not only very drunk but high. 


When he had grabbed Monica they had first thought that it was funny, a bit of a sick joke maybe, but not 
really harming anyone. Then it had all escalated quickly and before they knew it the waitress was screaming 
and Tommy had dragged their friend off her to the floor. Although they had initially started to go to his aid, 
they had been terrified when the knife was pulled, having had no idea their friend was armed. Fortunately for 
everyone involved their shock had been the main reason none of them had attempted to intervene any further 


and that the situation had been so quickly contained. 


Before they had been questioned they had been warned that they were potentially accessories to several 
serious crimes and that their best option was to come clean, which they had all chosen to do. None of the 
friends had been detained or charged. It appeared that they were simply kids trying to cheer someone up, who 
had suddenly found themselves in a really bad situation. Hopefully, they would learn a valuable lesson from the 


events. 


As for the perpetrator, well that would be a very different case. Drunk, high, fuelled by misery and anger he 
had crossed one too many lines. Even though they had not determined whether he had intentionally taken PCP, 
or perhaps thought he was taking something less dangerous, he had clearly been carrying an offensive weapon. 
After he faced the courts and whatever sentence they handed down his life would be irreparably changed. 
With a criminal record, he would have his college scholarship suspended and then almost certainly be expelled. 
A kid from a poor home, who had no doubt worked hard to obtain those academic scholarships, and he'd 
thrown everything away over some rich bitch. Despite all that had happened Tommy found himself feeling 
some degree of sympathy for his situation 


Shaking his head sadly, Tommy forced himself back onto his tired feet and left the office to find Nikki and to 


see what state his club was in. 

Danny and Zack had proven a formidable team. In Tommy's absence they had made sure the place was clean, 
damaged items removed and the club secured. They were just finishing up behind the bar when they saw 
Tommy approaching. 

"Thought they were never gonna let you outta there man," Zack grinned 

"Yeah," Tommy nodded his agreement. "It took fucking forever, but in the end was surprisingly painless." 
"Well.there were plenty of witnesses, who each told the same version of events," Danny grinned. "Especially 
after they realised that if they all blamed the same asshole, they would be allowed to leave, without their 
parents being informed" 

"Fucker got what he deserved," Zack huffed. 

"Maybe, maybe not," Tommy replied, still thinking about what he had been told. 


"So what did the cop say?" Danny prompted. 


"Thank you for your help..but please don't do it again!" Both his employees laughed at that, fully understanding 
the implications. "What happened to Monica?" Tommy asked when they calmed a little. 


"After she gave her statement she was still upset..did you know that bastard threatened to cut her clothes 
and then her throat?" Zack wasn't surprised when Tommy shook his head. "Kirsten said she'd take Monica 
home so | suspect the two of them are probably getting drunk right now. l.l kinda.gave them both tomorrow 
off..on full pay," he hesitated before looking up at his boss. 


"Good thinking,” Tommy nodded reassuringly. "ld have done the same. Now, if you two don't need me, I'm gonna 


find Nikki and head home. Where is he?" 


"He caught a cab home to nurse his bruises," Zack answered. "He slipped out a couple of minutes before the 


cops arrived." 

"What bruises?" Tommy demanded. "Who hit him? | thought the other kids stayed out of it?" 
Danny and Zack exchanged worried glances, before Danny asked, "You don't remember?" 
"Don't remember what?" Tommy looked confused. 


"He tried to pull you off that asshole before you killed him, but | think you thought he was one of the other 
kids," Zack explained "You smacked him a good one and split his lip and | guess he hit his head on the floor 
when he fell. He certainly seemed out of it” 


"Then..you went after Nikki," Danny spoke hesitantly, almost afraid of Tommy's reaction. "I grabbed you and 
hauled you off to the office before you could do any more damage." 


Tommy staggered for a moment, his backside miraculously managing to connect with a nearby barstool rather 
than the club floor. His mind suddenly filled with images that simply hadn't been there earlier. He saw Nikki 
scrambling backwards, terror clear in his features, backed up against the wall, scared eyes closing, waiting for 


the next blow... 


"Oh fuck!" Tommy gasped, dropping his elbows to the bartop as his head fell onto them. "Fuck! What the fuck 


have | done?" 


‘I'm not quite sure, boss," Zack spoke gently, seeing Tommy's distress. "But Nikki cowered away from me and 
wouldn't let me touch him. It was as if he didn't recognise me." 


‘I'm not surprised,” Tommy shook his head where it was, before lifting it to speak to his employees. "It's not 
my story to tell, but suffice to say Nikki had a fucked up childhood. |.'m pretty sure what | did, triggered an 
old memory. | doubt he knew it was me but Nikki's go-to defence mechanism is simply to hide first and then 


run. 


"That makes sense," Danny nodded, "but what about you? | get the feeling you weren't really aware of who you 


were chasing." 


| got some high school memories that surface at the worst fucking times." Tommy groaned and dropped his 


head back to his hands. "Fuck! What a fucking mess! What the hell am | going to do?!" 
"It could be worse," Zack tapped the back of his head, getting Tommy to look up again. "You could be in a police 
cell and Nikki in the hospital. Now get off your ass, get in your car, go home and find him. We'll finish up here 


and we've already called in extra staff to cover tomorrow. Now. You. Go. Talk. To. Nikki." 


"Okay, okay, I'm going." Tommy nodded his thanks as he stood and made his way back to the office. He pulled 


his jacket on and went to pick up his keys before realising that Nikki had not collected either of his before he 
left. He quickly grabbed them and made his way to the car. 


Tommy drove carefully away from The Strip, a traffic ticket being the last thing he needed to deal with after 
the evening's events. However, once clear of the busy streets, the urgency to get home found him increasing 


his speed to reckless levels. By the time he took the last turn into their driveway, he was almost flying. 


Grabbing Nikki's jacket, Tommy leapt from the car, barely remembering to lock it, before bounding up the 
front steps. Keys already in hand he approached the door..and then froze. Uncertainty flooded his mind. How 
was Nikki? Was he here? Would he be able to forgive Tommy? Would he even want to see Tommy? Taking a 
deep breath Tommy slid the keys in and turned them. It was time to face the consequences of his actions. 


The house was in darkness but he instinctively knew that Nikki was still here, even without seeing the neon 
glow coming from the lower level stairs. The house always had a vibe about it when Nikki was in it. It was like 


he made it come to life as soon as he stepped over the threshold 


Tommy grunted softly when he tripped over a boot. He smiled to himself at Nikki's subconscious way of leaving 
him a breadcrumb-style trail straight to him, as he picked up boots then socks, all laying as though Nikki had 

taken two steps between each reveal. The trail stopped with Nikki's shirt at the kitchen. Tommy dropped to his 
haunches and placed the boots and socks down in a neat pile, before reaching for Nikki's shirt and bringing it to 


his nose. 

He inhaled his lover's scent and aftershave. He closed his eyes and murmured, "I'm so sorry, babe." 

He looked toward the glow against the rest of the darkened house and stood, ready to face his lover and the 
consequences of his actions. He toed off his own shoes and socks, hanging his jacket on the back of a chair and 
pulling his shirt over his head, tossing it toward the trash. It was blood splattered and he didn't need to remind 
or scare Nikki any further. 

Padding quietly on bare feet to the stairs, he sighed deeply as he took that first step down. He could hear the 
noises from the games that had been turned on but it was the tapping and banging of buttons and Nikki's 
curses that placed him in the far corner of the room. 


Halfway down, Tommy stopped and sank to the step to sit and watch the older man fight his electronic enemy. 


"Goddamn it!" Nikki swore as he lost a life. It must have been the last one of that game as Nikki pushed away 
from the booth and turned to look for the whiskey bottle. 


"High score?" Tommy asked quietly, not wanting to startle Nikki too badly. His tattooed lover turned sharply 


mid-swallow and peered at him. 


"You're home," Nikki said, lowering the bottle. 


Tommy inhaled sharply when he saw Nikki's face for the first time. He stood slowly, keeping eye contact with 
Nikki as he moved down the stairs. "Oh Nik..." he said as he got closer. "What have | done?" he murmured out 
loud and he reached out tentatively, reflexively, to touch the damaged face. 


Nikki didn't move. He didn’t flinch or shy away when Tommy gently cupped the bruised cheek his thumb 
touched the split in Nikki's bottom lip. "I'm so sorry, baby,’ Tommy whispered, his eyes sliding from the 
bloodied lip to the sea-glass green eyes he loved so much. 


"I know," Nikki replied. "I know you didn't mean to hit me. | could see that you weren't..that you didn't see me." 


"You're right. | was seeing a totally different scenario. The first fucking thing | knew was Danny dragging me 


away in an armlock," Tommy explained "Are you okay, though?" 


"I will be," he said. Nikki took a swig of whiskey before offering the bottle to Tommy. "What about you? And 
Monica? How did it go down with the police?" He pushed past Tommy and walked over to the sofa, flopping 


down onto the soft cushions. 


Tommy drank deeply before turning and following Nikki, sinking down beside his lover and laying his head on his 
shoulder. He handed the bottle back as he started to recite what he knew. "Monica's okay. A little shaken up 
though. Kristen took her home apparently and Zack gave her a couple of days off with full pay. He's a good bar 


manager; keep him, if you can" 
"Hmm," Nikki nodded. "When | heard her scream..fuck.| hadn't heard a scream like that since one night with 


Deanna and her latest fuck-toy. I'm glad she's okay. I'll ring her tomorrow or go see her, and see how she's 


doing. What else?" 

"Statements were taken from us all. That fucker is going to be charged with a raft of shit after his so-called 
friends turned on him and ratted him out. He'd apparently doped up on something and was burying a failed 
romance or some such fuckery.” 


"What about you? I'm surprised | didn't have to come to bail you out of jail” 


‘Statement was taken and let off with a warning about taking justice into my own hands," Tommy chuckled 


softly. 
A weary silence fell between the lovers; the only signs of life were from the muted gaming machines. 


"Tommy.l've never seen you in a rage like that. It was like you'd turned into someone else other than my 


Tommy." He paused. "What happened? What were you seeing?" Nikki asked softly. 


Tommy glanced at Nikki before taking the whiskey back, skulling a good portion as the memories came flooding 
back. He steeled himself and started speaking, retreating into his head. 


"In high school, my sophomore year. | was so proud that I'd made it into the marching band. Competition for 
places was tough and getting in before the junior year was unusual. | used to arrive early for practices so | 


could practice spinning my sticks, without Mom yelling at me for damaging walls." 


"So one day | was there sitting waiting on the bleachers for practice. The football team had just finished and 
we were due to start soon. | heard faint cries from under the bleachers and | thought it might be an animal 


that had got stuck. | went to take a look" 


‘It wasn't. It was a little girl I'd seen around school. She was only a freshman and a typical nerd.glasses, braces, 


so shy she barely spoke to anyone. You know the type." 


"Six of the football jocks had hold of her. They'd stuffed a sock in her mouth so she couldn't scream and they 
were ripping her jeans and panties off. She fought so hard, kicking and trying to pull away, but she never stood 


a chance. They dragged her over a storage case and held her down while they raped her..all six of them." 


"They were laughing at her, slapping her face, taunting her, telling her that all good girls should enjoy this. | 
should have helped her. | wanted to help her, but what could | do? | was on my own and no match for the 
biggest jocks in the school. | stood there and just watched. | let it happen" 


"When they were finally done they threw her torn clothes at her and left. | ran over and tried to help. | 
offered to go to the school office with her but she refused. The school was well known for its outstanding 
football team and the jocks were treated like gods. She knew that if she made a complaint it would never be 


acted upon, or she'd be accused of lying." 


"| offered to take her home but she wouldn't even let me do that. | had to watch as she limped away in blood- 


stained jeans. | went back to the field and band practice. | never saw her again" 


‘Ive never forgiven myself, Nikki. | should've done something, not just stood there and watched. | was the 


bystander who let it happen | made myself no better than her attackers." 


"Fuck, Tommy, you were a kid yourself,” Nikki exclaimed, shifting to face him. "And as you said, you were 
outnumbered. You obviously know how to keep yourself safe in a fight nowadays but would you have been able 


to do the same back then?" 


"Probably not," Tommy conceded, "But | swore that it would never fucking happen again. | would never fucking 


watch another man abuse a woman.not if | could do anything about it” 


"I didn't know you were a drummer, babe." Nikki picked up his hand; the one with the bruised and ripped up 


knuckles, and laid a gentle kiss on them. 


| continued for a while but | kept seeing that afternoon happen over and over again. It made me sick every 


time..so | quit" 


Sitting in silence as Nikki processed Tommy's revelation and Tommy wrestled the memories and emotions from 


that time back into the box he kept them in, they took comfort in the other's presence. 


"You know Tommy, the problem with Clubb? is that we're attracting the wrong people," Nikki spoke quietly as 
though not wanting to break the silence. 


"What do you mean?" 


"We're getting too many college kids who are just out to get drunk and pick up girls. They buy the cheapest 
alcohol, drink themselves stupid and then cause trouble." 


"Yeah.just look what happened tonight" 
"And that wasn't all that happened, Tommy. I'd already had to remove two other idiots and their friends." 
"So what do we do?" 


"I think we need to rethink the club's direction, see if we can pull in a slightly more mature crowd. There are 


already lots of dance clubs on The Strip. We need something a bit different." 

"Okay, what are you thinking?" 

"Back in Jersey, live music venues are popular among the young working population. We already have the stage 
where the DJ's equipment is and the sound system isn't too bad. How about we increase the stage size, lose 
the DJ, make the sound system top of the range and hire live musicians? There are lots of bands around LA 
crying out for places to perform.” 

"Hmmm, it won't be cheap." 

"No it won't, but | think it would pay off. I'd suggest making another change, too. Make the bar longer. You 
would have room to display more expensive drinks, and you could increase the number of bartenders and 
waitresses. If customers have easier access to drink we'll sell more and there will be less waiting time 


customers, reducing frustration" 


"| like it," Tommy nodded. "Speaking of reducing frustration, | just want to say again.how sorry | am for hitting 
you, Nik. Is there anything | can do to make it up to you?" 


"Anything?" Nikki asked. 
Tommy nodded. "Just name it" 


vw heen 


Nikki studied his lover's face as he sat next to him on the old sofa in the basement. Tommy was clearly feeling 
guilty about his loss of self-control, but there, buried under the surface, was a deep well of rage and guilt 
over past events that he could not have changed. Nikki found himself wondering if perhaps it was time to try 
something different. 


"Tommy, what do you know about BDSM?" Nikki asked. 


"Huh? Only what I've seen in the sex clubs. Usually, a big guy in leather hitting some naked chick," Tommy 
looked puzzled. "I didn't understand what anyone saw in it. To be honest it made me feel rather sick.just abuse 


with a fancy name." 


"In that scenario, it might as well have been," Nikki agreed. "But done correctly it's very different. It can be a 


form of penitence and a method of maintaining self-control." 
"How can hitting someone like that be anything but harmful?" Tommy growled uncertainly. 


"You have only seen the bad side, the sleazy side," Nikki tried to explain. "Look.do you think the girls who dance 


in the clubs or the prostitutes selling their bodies are enjoying themselves?" 


‘Of course not," Tommy scoffed. "Sex sells and that's exactly they are doing. It's almost abuse in itself" 


Tommy looked down at his hands, surprised to see them interlocked so hard they were turning white. 


‘Its the same with BDSM. When it's done correctly with full consent its nothing like that. In its purest form 
between trusting partners, it's like making love." Nikki took Tommy's clenched hands into his own, gently 
separating them and kissing the backs of each. "Do you love me Tom?" he asked gently. 


Tommy looked up from their joined hands to meet Nikki's eyes. "Yes of course | do." 
"Do you trust me?" 
"Always," Tommy insisted. 


"Then fetch me one of the table tennis paddles and a couple of bottles of water," Nikki instructed. Tommy 


looked at him quizzically but, rising from beside his lover, he did as he was asked. 


Whilst Tommy was busy, Nikki walked over to the box where they kept spare table tennis balls and picked out 
a bottle of warming massage oil. Ostensibly there to help relieve aching gaming hands, it had often been put to 
more intimate uses. Nikki moved to sit on the chair, pushing the bottle out of sight down the edge of the 
cushion before positioning himself comfortably. "Now get your sweet ass over my lap and we'll see what we 


can do about your self-control." 


"Oh fuck!" Tommy gasped. 


"Come on," Nikki said, patting his knee in encouragement. "Listen, Tormmy..you lost control tonight. Fortunately, 
you only hurt me and that sack of shit.but how would you feel if you'd lashed out at an innocent bystander 


or even worse, one our girls, like Monica?" 

"l-I wouldn't have done that," Tommy said but didn't sound so sure of himself. 

"Let's make sure you don't then," Nikki said. "Now, think of your safe word. Something you'll remember when 
you can't even remember your own name. Or an action. You'll use this when you feel like you've had enough. If 
you use your safe word then | will stop in an instant." 

"What's wrong with just using stop?" Tommy asked, still standing, looking sceptical. 

"Because you'll want to say stop at first but then you'll drop into the pleasure zone..a place that's called 
subspace," Nikki explained. "When you're in subspace, you're more likely to forget everything because once 
you've crossed that threshold you're experiencing the utmost pleasure. Most people use the simple traffic 
lights system. Green for go, yellow for slow down and red for stop." 


Nikki watched Tommy process the information before he said, "Let's stick to that for tonight, shall we?" 


"O-okay, " Tommy agreed, shifting from one foot to the other, looking a little nervous but interested just the 


same. "Have.have you done this before, Nik?" 

Nikki let a slow smile slide across his face. "I have. l'm what's called a switch. | can be a sub or a Dom and get 
pleasure from both. And knowing you, my Tommy, that's probably what you are too. But that will be a 
progression over time. You don't just Dom on your first time. There are dangers and pitfalls for someone that 


doesn't know what they're doing.” 


“Tonight, however..l'll be your Dom and teach you the joys of submission. So, babe..," Nikki's pleasant, usual tone 


changed instantly into an authoritative one, "down on your knees, now, and get your ass over here." 

Nikki saw Tommy weigh up the information before hesitantly lowering to his knees in front of Nikki. 

"That's it, my pet," Nikki crooned. "Come closer, love." When Tommy shuffled closer, Nikki reached out and 
gripped a hark of his hair, forcing Tommy to look at him. "Now listen closely, my pet. You do exactly what | tell 
you to do, do you understand?" With his free hand, Nikki swiftly took care of undoing Tommy's pants, ready 
for later. 

"Yeah, yeah..okay," the younger man breathed through the pain 


Nikki slapped Tommy's face and said, "From now on it's Yes Sir or No Sir. Do you understand me, pet?" 


There was a flash of fire in Tommy's eyes, but he answered with, "Yes..sir." 


"Good! Now up on my lap for your punishment for tonight's display of your lack of control,” Nikki said. 


Nikki could see Tommy debating with himself over the embarrassment of the position Nikki was asking him to 
take. Nikki waited patiently, knowing that Tommy had to willingly do as he was instructed, to take that vital 


first step into submission 


Tommy moved finally, albeit stiffly, and crawled up onto Nikki's lap. "A little further, my pet. Show me that ass 
that | love," Nikki praised. "Comfortable?" 


"Yes Sir," Tommy answered dutifully. 


‘I'm gonna warm your ass up with ten spanks on each cheek.over your jeans first," he advised as he let his 
hands roam over Tommy, hoping to relax him. He squeezed his ass, kneading the tops of his legs to loosen up 


the tense muscles before he let loose with the first few volleys of hits. 
"Hey!" Tommy yelped. "That hurts!” 


"Hush, my pet, or I'll add more to the number you'll receive," he replied, trying hard not to give away his 


amusement at Tommy's statement. 


By the time Nikki had finished the initial ten spankings, Tommy had fallen silent and he had shifted slightly. Nikki 
felt the gentle swelling of his lover against his leg. With a satisfied murmur, he spread both hands over 
Tommy's back and smoothed them up and down his spine, helping to release some tension. He was anxious to 
see the pinkness of Tommy's ass too, so on the final brush down his back, Nikki's hands disappeared beneath 
the jeans, forcing the fabric down. Continuing his massage, he worked them down Tommy's thighs so they 
bunched around his knees. 


"What colour, my pet?" Nikki asked, skimming his fingernails over the newly exposed ass. There was a slight 
blush to the cheeks and it thrilled Nikki to no end that he was able to lead the younger man into this new 


realm of their lovemaking. 
"Huh?! Oh! Green.definitely green.sir," Tommy answered. 


Nikki smiled and gently pinched the soft skin beneath a cheek causing the younger man to yelp, reaching back 
to rub at the pinched skin. Nikki batted the hand away and said, "We'll have to work on your verbal responses 
another time, my pet. Ten spanks now, with my hand on bare skin. This time, my pet, after each set, | want 


you to reply with ‘Thank you, Sir'. Do you understand?" 
"Uhh..yes, Sir?" Tommy answered, a little unsure. 


Nikki couldn't help the frisson of excitement that coursed through him as he drew his hand back and landed 
the first stinging spank and saw how deliciously pink Tommy's cheek bloomed. He held the younger man's torso 
as still as possible with his other arm as he completed the first set of four. 


"Th-thank you, Sir," Tommy said. He could hear that Tommy was starting to feel the pain the way the words 


came out short, clipped, as though his teeth were clenched. 
"Well done, my pet," Nikki murmured. 


He soothed the pain away with gentle caresses before completing the next set, repeating the processes of pain, 
praise, pleasure until the final blow from his hand came down. Nikki reached for a bottle of water and uncapped 


it. 


"Drink, my pet," Nikki said, handing the bottle to Tommy, ready to catch it should it slip from his grasp. 
"Always hydrate. It will keep your stamina up for a lot longer than if you don't" 


"Thank you, Sir," Tommy replied without hesitation and drank a good portion which was quite a feat considering 
the position he was in. 


"You're doing really well, my pet," Nikki praised, taking the bottle back for his own thirst. "I can feel against my 
thigh, how much you're enjoying this. | think you're able to go to the next level but | want to know your colour 
level. Are you still in green, my pet?" 


"Yes, Sir" 


Nikki hummed with delight, reaching for the paddle and oil and placing them close by. He continued to manipulate 
Tommy's ass, keeping the flesh warm and pink, making the man on his lap moan before he chose the massage 


oil and flipped the cap open. 


Squirting a generous amount into the palm of his hand, Nikki allowed it to overflow between his fingers, dripping 
down between Tommy's cheeks. He sprinkled it up and down the expanse of flesh over his lap before even 
laying a hand on him. Nikki didn't care that the oil was going to drip down onto his own jeans. His only worry 
was to take care of Tommy and if that meant teasing him to the brink of his control, then so be it. 


Nikki started on Tommy's back, working the oil into the skin, heating it, relaxing the muscles, feeling him relax 
into the touch but the coil of need was still just below the surface, rising higher the closer Nikki got to the 

crease between his cheeks. Whilst sliding his fingers through the cleft, Nikki reached for the paddle with his 

other hand. 


"You're doing so well, my pet," Nikki crooned as his fingers teased his lover's entrance, occasionally dropping 
lower to that special spot below his balls and delighting in the noises Tommy made. "I can feel that you're 
enjoying this part. But the pleasure is only one part of this, you need to experience the pain to appreciate the 


pleasure even more. Are you ready for more, my pet?" 


"Oh god.please, Nik," Tommy moaned. 


Nikki landed the paddle fairly and squarely on Tommy's left cheek. The brunette yelped at the intense pain. 
"Want to try that answer again, my pet?" Nikki asked. 


"Fuck..." Tommy breathed before his louder response of, "Yes, Sir," was heard. 
"That's better," he said. "Ten only from the paddle, my love. That was your first" 
"Thank you, Sir." 


Nikki made Tommy's ass his playground, slipping and sliding over the dips and hollows, taking refuge in 
unexpected places, working Tommy open and wide while bringing the paddle down, time and time again onto his 


blossoming cheeks. 


By the time Nikki had finished the ten strikes, Tommy had dropped beautifully into subspace, not flinching or 
crying out at each blow even though the tears were copious and he was finding it hard to keep still. Nikki, 


himself, was hard and pushing the boundaries of his own control. 


"On your hands and knees, my pet, on the sofa," Nikki instructed and waited until Tommy had gingerly moved 
from his lap and into position, his pants still around his knees. Nikki stood, admiring his handiwork as he 


dispensed with the last of his clothes. 


"You've made me so proud tonight, my pet. | can't wait to fuck that pretty red ass of yours and bring you the 
ultimate pleasure," he said as he kicked out of his jeans, stroking his aching cock. It had been too long since he'd 
enjoyed the pleasure of a good scene. Later he would have to discuss the possibilities of more with Tommy. 


"Please.please, Sir," Tommy begged. "Fuck me..." 


"It would be my honour, my pet," Nikki replied as he knelt on the sofa behind his lover. His ass was beautifully 
shiny and red, his greedy hole clenching and releasing, looking for someone to fill it. Nikki had the perfect 


solution. 


He lined himself up, swiping the head of his cock that was already leaking slippery pearls of precum, through 
the slickness of the massage oil before pushing through the slight resistance of Tommy's muscles. He felt 
Tommy shudder as his length finally sank deeper. Nikki had to stop for a moment to catch his breath, 
wrestling bitterly with his self-control. He was not going to last long but he didn't think Tommy was in the 
frame of mind to care at this stage. 


"Don't you dare cum until | tell you to, my pet," Nikki growled as he wrapped his fingers around Tommy's hefty 
length. 


‘Mmm..yes, Sir," Tommy breathed. 


He grunted when Tommy willfully clamped down around him and it spurred Nikki into moving. There was not 


going to be any finesse about this at all tonight. It was all about sensation and pleasure at this point and that's 
what his body chased after as though the devil himself was riding Tommy. 


It didn't take long for Nikki to reach that point of no return He bent forward as far as he could and said, 
"Cum, my pet." 


Tommy groaned and let his climax hit him like a tidal wave. Nikki held him as best he could as he relinquished 
his own control moments later. Their dual cries of pure release drowned out the mechanical noise from the 
forgotten games lining the walls as Nikki emptied himself into Tommy. A random thought flitted through Nikki's 
mind about how grateful they should be that the couch was leather rather than fabric as Tommy's thick 


cream splattered over the seat cushion below him. 
Tommy's arms gave way and the couple collapsed in a heap, ignorant of the mess below them. Nikki drew 
Tommy as close as he possibly could and soothed him with words of praise and love, kissing the brunette 


wherever he could reach, tenderly stroking his face and hair as the younger man calmed. 


Holding his lover close, Nikki lost all sense of time until Tommy started to move within his arms, indicating that 


he was rising out of his subspace. 
"Hey, baby. You're okay..| got you," Nikki murmured. 


Sir?" Tommy said, blinking a little as though just waking up. "l.l feel.weird, strange. Wha-." He was struggling to 
form the words needed for a complete sentence. 


"You're okay, baby," Nikki replied softly. "No need to call me Sir any longer. You're just coming out of your 
subspace. It takes a little while to get used to. I'm right here, though. lim not letting you go just yet.” 


‘Okay..wow," Tommy replied. “That's..that's trippy.” 


"Mmm..it is," Nikki agreed, kissing Tommy's shoulder. He traced random patterns over Tommy's chest, feeling 
his breathing finally come back to a normal rhythm. "Can | get you anything? Something to drink or eat?" 


"Why?" Tommy asked. 

‘It's called aftercare, baby," Nikki explained. "I usually like a soda to get my blood sugar back to normal..but 
everyone is different. Some like to be left alone while others like what we're doing now, just cuddling until the 
sub and the Dom are back on the same levels." 


"Oh: 


"We can explore what works for you if we do this again," Nikki said. He wanted to know, no, he needed to know 


if Tommy enjoyed the experience. "How do you feel, baby? Would you..would you want to try this again?" 


"Not sure if my ass agrees but," Tommy shifted to look over his shoulder at Nikki, "I liked it. It felt like my 
whole fucking insides liquified into my fucking balls right before | came. It was probably the best fucking 


orgasm I've ever had." 


Nikki smirked, hearing the regular Tommy coming back with every passing moment and couldn't help but tease, 
"The best, huh?! You're saying any other time with me has only been so-so up until now?" 


"Yeah.| mean, no..fuck," Tommy groaned before Nikki took pity on him and kissed him into silence. 
‘| love you, Tommy," Nikki whispered as the kiss broke. "Thank you for trusting me with this." 


"Love you too, Sixx," Tommy replied, squirming beneath Nikki as the mess beneath him started to become 
uncomfortable. "You'll have to tell me more about all of this..or show me." 


"There's a whole world for us to explore..together, baby," Nikki replied tenderly. 


Love's Got A Hold On Me 


Author's Notes: 
So we're at the point in time that Nikki leaves New Jersey for LA for the first time..or does he? 


| guess you'll just have to find out © 

BIW this chapter is very short for me.however, next week you'll be getting an extremely long and very hot 
chapter as a Christmas gift from me to you, dear readers. Not to mention the Ficmas Tree gift that will go 
live as well. Two for the price of onel 


Enjoy this chapter. love you, guys! 


J 


Dear Richie 
God this is weird! Do you know how long it's been since | wrote a letter to someone? Too long! 


But | just wanted you to know from me that Im heading out to LA..chasing a dream..something that might be life- 


changing for me. 


| know it's last-minute..fuck, Im sitting in the diner writing this, hoping that | can give it to Rosie and still make my 
flight 


| want you to know that | value the time we spent together so very much. You mean the world fo me and I 
never meant to hurt you. | know you..you're still going fo pine over me for a while and Im gonna miss the fuck out 


of you.but this is an opportunity that | can’t pass up. 


You'll always hold a special place in my heart, my little Street Rat. Im so grateful that | met you. | know with all 
my heart that youll find your One..and youll probably look back on memories of me and smile. Well, | hope so 


anyway. 
/ love you, my Street Rat, and will always remember you. 


NS 


Nikki signed the napkin, drew a funny little sketch of himself and folded it, checking to see that no one was 


watching before he sealed it with a kiss. He smiled wryly and rose from the booth closest to Rosie's station, 


knowing that she was watching even though her back was turned to him. 


"Rosie-doll," he said, approaching her from behind, "can you make sure Richie gets this? I've got a flight to 


catch in a couple of hours." 
"Where are you off to, child?" she asked, pocketing the napkin without looking at it. 


"tm chasing a dream, doll," Nikki grinned. "I'd like to think | won't be coming back..but...” Nikki shrugged, looking 


anywhere and everywhere to avoid meeting Rosie's all-knowing gaze. "I'm flying out to LA” 


"Oh," she replied, stepping out from behind the counter. "You know that Richie's going to miss you..but, safe 
travels, child Make sure you stay safe out there, you hear me?" She enveloped Nikki into a firm hug. 


"Thanks, Rosie," Nikki said hoarsely. "I'm gonna miss you. Look out for Richie for me, won't you?" 


"You know | will,” she said, standing back. "Look me up, if you ever come back here, Nikki. You're one of my 


boys.just like Richie is." 


Nikki nodded, not trusting himself to speak. He kissed her cheek, collected his carry-all and left the diner 
without looking back. He hailed a cab, giving the driver the name of the hotel and sat back to watch the traffic 
speed past as he headed into the city, hoping that he was still in time to catch Tommy before he left. "Can 
you step on it, buddy?" he urged. 


The driver peered at him in the rearview mirror and said, "You meeting a girl or something, pal?" 


"Better than that," Nikki replied. "Hoping to catch my boyfriend before he leaves for LA. He asked me to go 
with him.but | didn't know that | wanted to until a few hours ago. He'll be leaving for the airport in about an 


hour." 


"Yeah?!" the driver said. "Well, who am | to stand in the way of true love. New York traffic is another matter, 


though. I'll do the best | can, buddy." 

“That's all | can ask for," Nikki said and settled back into the seat. 

ww 

Tommy packed his bag for the final trip home. He was still hopeful that Nikki would be joining him but he 
hadn't heard from his older lover since he walked out the previous night after Tommy broke the news that he 


would be going home in the morning. 


It was his mother's idea to offer Nikki an open-ended return flight to New York; to give him the option of an 


escape for everyone should it not work out. 


Tommy was grateful for his mother's wisdom and understanding when he told her he wanted to bring someone 


home with him. 
"Who is it, darling?" his mother asked two days before in their nightly phone call "A nice Greek girl you've met?" 


‘Umm.no," Tommy hedged "Nikki's a guy, mom..and | love him, which is why | want to bring him home. | want you 
both to meet him." 


‘A..a boy?" Voula asked, surprise tinting her words 


"Yeah, mom," Tommy answered. "He's a couple of years older but he has a kind and wise soul. l.lm a little scared 


to tell Dad" 

There was a moment of silence before his mother answered, "Does he..Nkki.make you happy, son?" 

‘Oh, mom," Tommy said, unable fo keep the smile from his face. "He makes my heart sing." 

‘Wve..we've always known," Voula said, her voice soft over the telephone line, "that you..how do the kids say these 
days..swing both ways? You always used to say, as a child, that you were going to marry Peter.one of the litte 
boys in your kindergarten class. | think that frightened Peter's mother. Then you seemed to grow out of it but..you 
always had girls as friends rather than girlfriends, if that makes sense, but loved being with your male friends 
more." 


‘Mom.l.," Tommy started 


‘Hush, darling," Voula said, cutting hm off. "Offer your young man a return trp in case things don't work out. Let 
me deal with your father." 


"Mom," Tommy said a little hoarsely from the tears that were threatening. 'I love you Thank you.and | cant wait 


for you to meet him." 


That was yesterday, seemingly a lifetime ago. Before Nikki had walked out on him after Tommy had presented 
him with the return airline ticket and the plea to come with him. 


"Tommy..lm not the settling down kinda guy," he said. "LI don’t know what you want from me?" 
‘I want you to just come out West with me and just! dunno..be with me," Tommy had pleaded 


After a long back and forth argument, Nikki had left without a backward glance although with a promise to think 


about the relocation 


Now, Tommy was about to leave. He took one final look around the hotel room, checking to see if he'd 


forgotten anything, hoping and praying that Nikki would walk through the door with his suitcase in hand. 


Zipping his suitcase closed and hefting it to the door, Tommy sighed sadly. He stood taking mental pictures of 
the room in which he had lost not only his heart but his virginity too. Regretfully he opened the door and 
stepped into the hallway, leaving it to close on its own as he stood and watched what he thought to be a 
chapter of his life ending. 


Half an hour later, after checking out and signing for the room service and mini-bar bill, Tommy waited whilst 
the concierge whistled for a cab. He made small talk until the taxi made its way through the traffic, with 
several in the distance behind it, to pull up under the portico. 

Checking the sidewalk in both directions, his last faint glimmer of hope fading, Tommy sadly folded his tall 
frame into the seat. The cab driver loaded Tommy's suitcase into the trunk, slamming it closed before climbing 
back into the driver's seat. 


"Where to, buddy?" 


"JFK airport, thanks," Tommy replied, only to be startled by someone banging on the window as the cab slowly 
pulled out. "Wait!" he yelled, seeing Nikki through the window. 


The cab pulled to a sudden stop and the door was yanked open 

"Nikki?!" Tommy exclaimed. "What..what are you doing?" 

"Hoping that I'm not too late, baby," he replied. "Am |? Too late to say yes and come with you?" 

Tommy's heart soared, a grin splitting his face. "Get in, asshole," he said and laughed when Nikki whooped in joy, 
tossing his carry-all in on Tommy's lap. "Talk about leaving things to the last minute," Tommy said as Nikki 


slammed the door and the cab started to pull away again 


"Yeah..but you said you loved me," Nikki smiled, moving closer across the bench seat to sit as close as possible 
to Tommy. "Do you still? Love me, me that is?" 


"Yeah..yeah, | do," Tommy smiled moments before Nikki took his mouth in a heated kiss. When they had to 


come up for air, Tommy said, "You're still an asshole for your timing.’ 
"| know," Nikki smiled happily. "I'll gladly make it up to you, my Tommy.” 


"Fuck yeah!" Tommy exclaimed. "I always wanted to join the Mile High Club." 


Take Me To The Top 
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Tommy was the happiest he'd ever been.and that was saying something considering he usually was able to find 
the good in everything. His mom liked to call him her ‘little ray of sunshine’. 


But this was different. He was walking the streets of New York City, without his dad constantly telling him to 
watch where he was going. Best of all though, he was walking, and holding hands, with the most handsome guy 
he'd ever come across. 

He was showing Tommy around places that his father would never have thought to visit on his fact-finding 
trip. He'd brought Tommy to New York to look at some property that he was trying to purchase. When he got 
called back home unexpectedly, Tommy begged his father to be allowed to stay out East for the extra week 

"| promise Hil be back in the hotel before dark, and.and call you and mom every night," Tommy pleaded 

"Youre too young, Thomas," his father protested, "to be left in a city like this by yourself." 


‘Dad, you've brought me up to stand on my own two feet," Tommy continued, following his father around as he 


packed. '! want to show you that | can do this. Hell, you're giving me nightclubs fo oversee when I turn IB, why cant 
you let me have a week in the city by myself?" 


‘Because you'll be here and not at home in California," David said, pausing his packing. "F something happens, 
Thomas, you'll be here and we'll be back home. You know your mom will have words fo say about it." 


"Yeah..but | know you'll have a way of talking her around, Dad. You know exactly the right words to sweet talk 
Mom. And if words dont work, then..." Tommy grinned when David sld a look his son's way. 


David sighed and sat heavily on the bed beside Tommy. "One week. Not a day longer. Youre back in this hotel by 
sundown and you ring us every night. Im not averse fo putting a watch on you, you know?" David said. "You'll be 
on that plane next week or HI send your mother out to bring you home, do you hear me?!" 

Tommy smiled as Nikki led him through the streets of Chelsea, Greenwich Village, Little Italy and Chinatown, 


down through Battery Park before catching the subway back up to Harlem, down through the Upper East Side 
and Central Park. 


"What's got you looking so happy, babe?" Nikki asked him as they strolled down Central Park West back toward 
Tommy's hotel. 


"| feel.alive, | guess," Tommy said. "This is an amazing place and | have the best tour guide." 


Nikki came to a stop and pulled Tommy into his arms. "I'm glad you're enjoying yourself, Tommy. I'm having a 


great time, too," he said, brushing some hair from Tommy's face with his gloved fingers. 
Tommy felt a strange swirling sensation deep within him at Nikki's touch. Nikki's gaze was hovering over his 
mouth and Tommy, unconsciously, flicked his tongue out to wet them. Nikki groaned softly before dropping his 


lips to Tommy's. 


"Come out with me tonight," Nikki asked, his voice soft against the hustle and bustle of the city noise. "I want 
to show you off" 


"l-I dunno, Nikki," Tommy said with a frown, "l-I kinda promised my Dad I'd be back at the hotel by dark" 
"You're kidding, right?" Nikki grinned. 


"Er.not really," Tommy sighed, suddenly feeling like a kid in comparison. "It was one of the restrictions | agreed 


on so that | could stay. Be back at the hotel by nightfall and ring them every day." 
"So you can ring them from a payphone," Nikki suggested. "They won't know you're not in your room." 


"You don't understand, Nikki," Tommy replied and started walking again. "Dad has probably got the concierge to 


keep an eye on me or some fucked up thing like that.” 


Nikki stopped again, tugging on Tommy's hand. "You're telling me he's spying on you? Just how old are you 
anyways?" 


“Spying is a little harsh maybe," Tommy shrugged, turning back to face Nikki, "but yeah. He wouldn't care so 


much if it was back home." 


Nikki grunted, frowning slightly, but resumed their lazy stroll along the street. "What if.," he said after a few 
minutes, "What if you go back, put in your appearance, make your phone call then come out with me after 


that? Would that work? You could.show me that hotel bed of yours." 


Tommy's insides melted at Nikki's last words, causing his blood flow to head south, and not toward his feet. He 
blinked a couple of times to clear the mental image of Nikki's dark hair spread out over the white of the 
pillows on his bed before he could think clearly enough. 


"Unless..you don't wanna come out with me," Nikki said. "If, you know, you'd rather stay.alone..in the hotel room, 
watching cartoons and eating room service like a good little boy?" 


‘Or maybe you might accidentally find the hotel porn channel." Nikki taunted, "but if you're a good boy, you 
would turn that off straight away in case the charges get back to Mommy and Daddy. 


"Fuck..you've made your point, Nikki, okay?!" Tommy groused. That feeling of being a kid intensified and it rankled 
against the restrictions imposed on him by his father. "I'm not a baby," he said, petulantly. 


‘Oh, Tommy...” Nikki crooned, "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to upset you." 


Tommy was pulled into Nikki's arms again, ignoring the grumbles from passing pedestrians. "Here's another 
suggestion.you give me your hotel room number," Nikki said, standing close enough so that their hips were 


aligned. Tommy's eyes widened a little at the intense heat that was coming from the older man's crotch. 


"You tell the concierge that someone is making a delivery of some paperwork. You check-in like a good son 
while | go get us some supplies..and we'll have our own party. Just you.just me..and maybe some cheesy hotel 
porn to set the mood." 


Tommy groaned, thankful that his lower half was hidden from the general public's view. He saw Nikki's eyebrow 


arch and his lips curl into a dirty smirk as Tommy agreed in a non-verbal manner. 


"Well, it seems as though I've got my answer," Nikki chuckled softly, rolling his hips slightly. “Though l'm yet to 


hear it from your mouth, babe. You need to engage your head-brain for a moment for your mouth to work." 


"Asshole," Tommy grinned before hooking his arm around Nikki's neck, dropping a kiss to his mouth, which did 
nothing for his state of affairs below his waist. "Show me the way, Nikki,’ Tommy said, deliberately leaving the 


meaning open. 


Nikki blatantly adjusted himself and took Tommy's hand again, "Lets get outta here then" 


The couple said their goodbyes outside Tommy's hotel a couple of hours later, just as dusk was descending on 


the city that never sleeps. 


"Gimme an hour, Tom," Nikki said with a final deep kiss before he melted into the crowds. "I'l let myself in" 
Tommy had given Nikki his keycard and room number earlier, after discussing the perfect way to have Tommy 


noted by the staff, in case Mr Bass did have a watch on his son. 
"Good evening Mr Bass, may | help you?" the woman behind the front counter greeted him. 


Tommy smiled and said, "| seem to have misplaced my keycard. | think | left it in the room this morning when | 


left for a business meeting. Can you give me the spare and I'll return it tomorrow?" 


‘Of course, Mr Bass," she smiled coyly at him before tapping something into the computer. "Room 1405, is that 


correct?" 


"Yeah, that's it," he confirmed. He was hungry..and most definitely horny, after spending the entire walk back to 
the hotel stopping frequently as Nikki found spots away from prying eyes, to drag Tommy into so that they 


could kiss. 


He was also extremely nervous. He'd never actually had sex with a guy before, only some drunken fumbles 
behind a pool house at a party, with an acquaintance at school. Neither of them really into the other any 
other day of the year and both agreed that it was so bad and embarrassing that they'd take it to the grave. 


"There you go, Mr Bass," she smiled, handing over the card. "Ils there..anything else | can do for you?" The 
pretty brunette had moved to emphasise her decolletage. 


Tommy definitely appreciated the view but had a different brunette on his mind. "Actually," he said, feeling a 
little guilty as the woman's hopeful gaze fell when he said, "I have someone arriving in about an hour with 
some paperwork for my father. Please let him up without issue. He's from one of the nightclubs we're looking 
at so he'll be dressed appropriately." 

"Of course," she said with a tight smile. 


Tommy tapped the card on the counter and walked off toward the bank of elevators. He was nervous. 


Should they go out after his phone call home, then come back here? Should he shower before Nkki arrived? Should 
he quickly rub one out so he didnt embarrass himself? 


He pressed the button for the l4th floor and stared at himself in the mirrored reflection of the small car. 


Would he look different? Would his parents be able to fell? 


A thousand questions spun through his mind as the car rose up the concrete tunnel in the centre of the 
building. The door opened and Tommy huffed out a breath as he stepped out into the hallway. He had an excess 
of energy so ran through the rabbit warren of hallways, bouncing on his toes like a prizefighter before he slid 


the keycard into the lock and stepped into his room. 


He wished he had something to drink but his dad had asked for all the alcohol to be removed from the room 
before he left. Instead, he picked up the phone and dialled home, hoping to get that one chore out of the way. 


It rang, the dial tone changing between exchanges before his mother answered. 


"Hi Mom," Tommy said, smiling as he listened to her excited voice. It was still too early for his father to be 
home, but the phone call was more for his mother's benefit than his anyway. She wanted to know every finite 
detail and Tommy indulged her without mentioning anything about Nikki. He wanted to keep that a secret, 


something just for him, for the moment. 


Tommy glanced at the time after listening to his mother tell him everything that had happened in the past 
two days, which had been the same as the past 24-hours too. "Mom, | love you but l-I gotta go. There's..a 
documentary on tv that | want to watch. Tell Dad | love him and I'll be scouting a few more locations 


tomorrow. Bye, Mom." He hung up quickly before she could start off on another tangent: 


Tommy paced the room nervously before throwing himself on the bed and flicking the television on. He shifted 
through channels until the hotel porn channels flashed up. He groaned and fell face-first onto the bedding in 
frustration when his body reminded him of what was possible on the cards for tonight. 


With his face smooshed against the bedding, he was given the reminder that his breath was dragon-like so he 
pushed from the bed and with less than half a dozen long strides, found himself standing in front of the 
bathroom mirror, toothbrush in hand and reaching for the paste. He'd just finished rinsing when he heard the 
keycard slide home in the lock and the door pushed open. He ruffled his hair a little before shutting off the 


light and stepping into the small entryway. 

"Tommy?" Nikki called before stepping through the main door. 

"Right here, Nikki," he said, stepping around the corner. He took one, maybe two steps before he was standing 
in front of the older man. His heart was hammering and that deliciously wanton curl of something crawled 
through his veins and pooled heavily in his gut. 

Nikki's eyes raked over him as the door swooshed closed on its hinges, and it made Tommy's blood run hot. 
"Had to make sure | got the right room." Nikki hadn't moved an inch. "Do | have the right room, little boy? Or 


do you have to be in your jammies and in bed by a certain time? Shall | tuck you into bed and kiss you 
goodnight?" 


"Nik-," Tommy started to say until Nikki seemingly took one step and had him pinned against the closest wall. 
Something heavy in Nikki's jacket caught between them temporarily, until Nikki slid his jacket from his 
shoulders and let it fall gently to the floor where they stood. 


‘Or, baby..have | found a room with a man that's looking for a good time tonight?" Nikki murmured hotly 
against his lips before taking them in a searing kiss leaving Tommy breathless and wanting. Nikki's hand found 
his crotch and Tommy grunted, pushing forward into the warm palm. Nikki grinned, the side of his mouth 
curling dirtily. "That's what | thought,” he said, dropping a quick kiss to Tommy's mouth again before stepping 
back. 


Nikki collected his jacket from the floor and pulled a bottle of whiskey from the inside pocket as he looked 
around the small suite. "Nice digs, Tom," he said, grabbing a couple of glasses and some ice from the bar 
fridge. "Which is your bed?" He handed a drink to Tommy before reaching back into his jacket to unload the 
rest of his party supplies onto the beds. 


Its not bad," Tommy shrugged, trying to see it from Nikki's perspective. "The one on the left is mine." For 
Tommy, it was just okay; he'd stayed in nicer ones when travelling with his father, but their usual suite hadn't 
been available for this trip. 


"Not bad?! Remind me never to take you to my place, huh?" Nikki chuckled as he stretched out on the bed, 
leaving the whiskey on the nightstand closest to the bed, and sorted through the multitude of little packages, 


including condoms and a couple of small tubes of lube. 


"Why don't you kill the lights and join me over here, baby," he said, reaching for the discarded remote and 


channel-surfed until he found what he wanted; a music-only channel that played some heavy rock. 


Tommy sat against the pillows, after turning off the harsh overhead light and leaving the room in the muted 
glow of one bedside lamp, as Nikki sorted through the variety of pharmaceuticals. "That's some stash you got 
going there, Nik Where did you get it all?" 


"Here and there," he replied noncommittally. 


Tommy picked up a tinfoil square and started to unwrap it before Nikki plucked it from his fingers. "Not that 
one..not for you, little boy," he said. "| wanna fuck you..not get you fucked up. Anything else is fair game.just 
not that one yet." 


"What is it?" 


‘Its a rock of coke,” Nikki replied. "It needs cutting." He rolled to his side and placed the small square on the 
bedside table before turning back and searched the collection for something. "Now this..this has got the 
potential to get this party started" He held up a TicTac box with what looked like ripped paper. Nikki popped the 
top and shook one into the palm of his hand and with the other, scooped the rest of the pills and baggies up 
and relegated them to the nightstand. 


Tommy watched Nikki with interest as he upended his glass of whiskey and felt the burn right down to his 
toes before the liquor seeped into his every muscle, relaxing them. Nikki shifted to his knees on the bed, 
refilling Tommy's glass then topping his own up before he shuffled to Tommy's feet. 


"You ready for the night of your sweet, privileged life, Tommy?" Nikki asked, shifting further up between his 
legs, forcing them wide. "Have you ever danced with the devil on a pale moon night?" Nikki gripped Tommy's 
legs and yanked him further down onto the bed, the whiskey sloshing over the rim of the glass. 


"Nikki! What the-?!" Tommy yelped as Nikki rescued the glass and placed it on the nightstand. The darkened 
room, the music and the whiskey were doing strange things to his insides and having the sexy, dark-haired 
man smiling down at him from above was not helping. 


He saw Nikki place the tiny piece on paper on the tip of his tongue moments before the man crawled, cat-like, 
from his position between Tommy's legs, up to his torso before murmuring against his lips, "Open up and say 


ahh, baby," moments before Nikki plundered his mouth with his own 


Nikki's tongue swiped across Tommy's and he tasted something other than whiskey as they kissed. It only took 
moments before Tommy's world transformed into a psychedelic wonderland. He was glad to have Nikki's weight 
on top of him, grounding him, because otherwise, Tommy thought he would just melt into the bedding..or the 
walls, the carpet or the drapes. 


Tommy felt the waves Nikki's hands were making in his seemingly-liquid skin as they pushed his t-shirt up 
from his body, his arms forced over his head as the fabric melted away. 


He had a momentary flash of panic as Nikki knelt and pulled his own shirt off, exposing the expanse of tattooed 
flesh to Tommy's eyes. The patterns swirled, moved and came alive, and Tommy had troubles focusing on any 


one piece. He reached out, wanting to explore each and every one, to get the finer details. 


The point was moot, though, when Nikki dropped back over him and pushed his hands back over his head, 
holding his wrists together in one of his larger hands. Tommy mewled in frustration, feeling both caged even 
though his body felt as though it was hovering somewhere near the ceiling. 


Nikki looked into Tommy's eyes and said, "You're so beautiful and sexy, Tommy. This is how everyone should 
see you." He claimed Tommy's mouth again. They were deep kisses as though Nikki was seeking out all Tommy's 
secrets that his tongue could not say with words. 


Tommy wrapped his legs around Nikki's, his toes exploring the harsh denim beneath them before his breath 
was stolen in one roll of Nikki's hips against his. It seemed as though Nikki wasn't happy with just rolling his 
hips against Tommy; they morphed into full-body rolls, from chest to groin. 


Tommy was harder than he'd ever been since he first discovered the carnal pleasures his body was capable 


of. He pulled away from Nikki's drugging kisses with a gasp. It didn't stop Nikki's assault on his body though. 


Tommy moaned when he felt the sharp sting of Nikki's teeth on his neck; biting, sucking, licking, soothing, 
before moving down his body. 


"Nikki." he breathed. "Please... 


"Please what, little boy?" Nikki murmured as his tongue flicked in and out of the hollow of Tommy's belly 
button. 


Pl-please..touch me," Tommy begged, arching up toward the warm breath ghosting his skin just above the 
waistband of his jeans. 


"Touch you? | can do better than that, my sweet little Tommy," Nikki replied, sucking a hickey onto the soft 


flesh beside Tommy's navel. "So sweet..you taste so good." 
He trailed his fingers down Tommy's arms, sending frissons of sensation through him. Nikki seemed to be 
engrossed in almost consuming Tommy, piece by piece, as he nibbled and suckled at his flesh. There was no 


rhyme or reason to his path other than to reduce Tommy into a pliable ball of putty in the older man's hands. 


Tommy writhed on the bed as every touch from his lover turned into the most beautiful of colours, rippling 


out over his skin from the epicentre where Nikki's fingers, hands or mouth made contact with him. 


Nikki plucked open Tommy's jeans, popping each button slowly, exposing Tommy's length with infinite care and 
slowness. "God.that's glorious," Nikki breathed. "Looks almost brand new. You even used this before?" 


"You..you mean." Tommy hesitated. 


"Are you a virgin, little boy?" Nikki queried, elegantly arching one eyebrow at his young lover. "Has this 


magnificent cock penetrated any male or female?" 

"l-I can't. don't..." Tommy mumbled. His brain was in a strange dichotomy of clarity and fuzziness. 

"Shh, Tommy," Nikki soothed as he drew Tommy's down further. "Take ‘em off,” he said, standing up from the 
bed and dropping his own jeans to the floor as Tommy struggled, legs flying high in the air, to rid himself of 
the confining denim. "I'm gonna ride you, little boy. Show you what to do, but more importantly.how fucking 
good it feels." 


Tommy couldn't take his eyes off Nikki's naked body as he moved around the bed, gathering condoms and lube 
from the pile of party supplies. 


His cock was thick and meaty as it stood proudly against his stomach from its nest of curly dark hair. His ass 
was round and ripe and in Tommy's state of mind, he could have easily taken a bite out of the juicy peach. 


Nikki unwrapped the small rock of coke and reached for the room keycard, quickly chopping the rock down into 


a fine powder. 


Tommy couldn't help himself, he started to move, to reach for Nikki again, "Nik.what are you doing? I'm getting 


lonely...” 


"You got a dollar bill or something? | used all my cash getting this shit," Nikki said, over his shoulder as he 
kept chopping at the powder until he was satisfied. "This is gonna bump that acid to the next notch then, my 
sweet little boy, I'm gonna fucking blow your mind." 


Tommy threw himself to the other side of the bed, fishing out his wallet from the drawer. Without looking he 
pulled out a bill and handed it to Nikki. He glanced down at the powder. There were four lines separated from 


the rest; two large lines and two significantly smaller lines. 
"Holy fucking shit," Nikki exclaimed, looking at Tommy with glee. "A hundred?! Why the fuck not!" 


"IFs all | had left," Tommy shrugged as Nikki rolled the bill into a small cylinder, snorting two of the powdered 


lines in quick succession. 


"Holy fuck..that's some good shit," Nikki murmured, sniffing and rubbing his nose. "Want some? No more than 
those two lines for you, litle boy." Nikki fell back onto the bed with a smile, eyelids drooping closed a little and 
his other hand brushed low over his belly. 


Tommy hesitantly took the rolled note from Nikki's fingers. Like everything else tonight, he was new at this, 
too, but didn't want to come across as being too wet behind the ears, especially when he wanted Nikki so bad. 
It was bad enough that Nikki kept calling him a iittle boy all of a sudden! He copied Nikki, holding the paper 


straw to his nostril, closing the other, and sniffed, repeating on the other side. 


His brain exploded into a million pinpoints of lights, as opposed to the comparative gentleness of the acid trip 
earlier. He felt the surge of electricity through his body and immediately started pacing the confines of the 
room. Tommy threw open the curtains and howled at the city below, regardless of his nakedness and the thick 


wall of glass which bounced the noise back to him. 


He barely registered Nikki taking two more lines, before Tommy felt two hands slide down his sides to his hips 
and Nikki's warm body against his back. As Nikki's hands roamed over his body, Tommy braced a hand against 


the framework of the glass. 


"How does it feel, little boy?" Nikki murmured his hot breath ghosting through his hair and over his cheek. "Do 
you feel like the king of the world? You're naked in front of the whole of Manhattan. Any one of those people 


could see you right now." 


Tommy shivered as Nikki's words caressed his mind as surely as his hands were caressing his body, reviving 
his flagging erection with firm but easy strokes. "Oh god." he breathed as he locked his knees to prevent 
himself from falling. 


"Do you think they can see me stroking you? Can they see the way your mouth dropped open just then? How 
pretty your lips are?" Nikki continued. "God, | can't wait to sink my cock into you, little boy." 


Nikki rolled his hips against Tommy's ass, causing a whimper to leave his throat unexpectedly. He felt rather 
than heard Nikki's chuckle. The older man shifted Tommy's hair from his neck and shoulder moments before 


the sting of his teeth was felt at the junction of where they met. 


"Spread your legs a little," Nikki instructed and slid his cock between them when Tommy complied. "Now close 
as tight as you can Oh god.that's perfect, my sweet boy." 


When Nikki started rocking against him, his cock sliding between Tommy's thighs and prodding his balls with 


each gentle sway as Nikki's firm grip matched each movement, Tommy couldn't help but let out a groan 


"Do you think they can see us almost fucking? Can they see my hand wrapped around your magnificent cock?" 


Nikki continued with his verbal assault on Tommy's imagination. "God, your body is so fucking beautiful...” 


"Nikki..." Tommy begged. He'd been right; Tommy's high had been electrified by the bump of coke and he was 
now reduced to being just a malleable ball of sensation. Bracing his other hand, Tommy pushed back into Nikki's 


hips, half fearful that the glass wasn't actually there and that he would fall into the abyss that was the 
Manhattan skyline. 


"Shhh, little boy. | have you," Nikki calmed him with kisses and butterfly-soft touches with his free hand. 
"Nikki, I-," Tommy started which melded into a moan when Nikki's thumb pressed into the slit on Tommy's cock. 


"God, you're so hard right now," Nikki murmured against his shoulder. "| wanna fuck you so badly. Sink myself 
balls-deep into your ass." 


"Please.please, Nikki," Tommy begged. His heart pounding as if it was ricocheting off his rib cage, beating so 
hard that it caused problems for his breathing. It felt like he couldn't draw enough oxygen into his lungs and 
his throat was dry and sore from the effort. 


"Please what, little boy," Nikki said, continuing to dry hump Tommy's thighs. 


"Fuck me.Nikki, fuck me here, please," Tommy said over his shoulder, sounding a little less pathetic, tired of 
being called little boy, and more like the man he wanted Nikki to see. "I want Manhattan to see you take me; to 


make me a man and not your Iittle boy anymore." 


Nikki stilled for a moment and looked into Tommy's eyes in the reflection of themselves. He withdrew his cock 
from between Tommy's thighs and turned him around, face to face. "Are you sure, Tommy? Have you done 


this before?" 


Tommy looked into the soft, sea-glass green eyes and swallowed heavily. "I've never been more sure in my life. 


Take my virginity, Nikki. I'm giving it to you," Tommy answered. 


Nikki sighed and smiled, cupping Tommy's face and said, "It would be my honour. Thank you, baby." He lowered 
his lips to Tommy's and kissed him. "Stay right here. Turn back and face the city." 


Tommy did what he was told and watched Nikki's reflection in the window as he moved back to the bedside 
table, sifting through the pile of goodies he'd brought with him. If Nikki was as nervous as Tommy was, there 
was no indication of it. 


His dark-haired lover returned and dropped a small pile of stuff at their feet. Tommy glanced down to see 


condoms, lube, a couple of small glass vials and the bottle of whiskey. 


"Here, have some," Nikki said, handing the bottle to Tommy. He took a large swallow, feeling the burn down his 
throat before Nikki's hands were back on him. The large fingers splayed across Tommy's back, massaging and 
kneading away any tension across his shoulders. As they moved down his back, Nikki laid soft kisses down his 


spine, murmuring continually, "Tommy..my Tommy," as though imprinting himself with each kiss. 


Tommy's eyes were unfocused but that didn't mean his body was. He was keenly aware of each of Nikki's 
movements especially as he reached the base of his spine. The older man was kneeling now, his hands moving 
slowly up and down Tommy's legs, his thumbs dipping between Tommy's thighs where his cock had been only 
minutes beforehand. The pull on the softer flesh of his inner thigh was delicious as Nikki withdrew his thumbs 
along the crease beneath each cheek. 


"Widen your feet, baby," Nikki said. "Fuck.that's it, just like that.” 


Tommy felt a rush of something go through him when Nikki's thumb pressed up into the spot behind his balls, 
rubbing small circles with firm pressure. Tommy's groaned and felt himself grow harder. Nikki used his other 
hand to grip Tommy's girth tightly to stave off any impending orgasm. "We've got a long way to go yet, babe. | 
don't want you cumming just yet." 


Tommy cried out in surprise when Nikki bit into Tommy's cheek. "Just as sweet as | thought it would be," Nikki 
said. "I've been fantasising about your ass since | first saw it walking down the street. Shot my load over those 


a couple of times now." 

"You've jacked off thinking of my ass?" Tommy asked. 

"Hmm," Nikki replied, taking a huge swipe with his tongue. "Best orgasms I've had, too." Gripping each globe in a 
hand, Nikki lifted and separated the muscles and delved face first between them, surprising Tommy with the 


point of his tongue rimming his entrance. 


"Oh.fuck!" Tommy yelped, trying to pull away in embarrassment but Nikki held him firmly in an iron-clad grip. 
As Nikki's tongue worked magic on Tommy's rosy pucker, he felt himself relax and before too long, started to 


push back, seeking more. 


Nikki's hold loosened on Tommy's hips and he heard the flip of a lid being opened. "This will be cold for a few 
minutes," Nikki explained, spreading a thick gel between his cheeks and over the sensitive ring of muscle. "I'm 


gonna go slow and it might be a little painful but tell me if you need me to stop. Okay, baby?" 


"Hmm," Tommy whined in response when the cool gel hit, only to be warmed quickly with Nikki's soothing 
movements of his fingers and thumb. He felt a pressure against his hole, ebbing back and forth as Nikki gently 


worked his finger in. Tommy hissed when his defences were breached finally. 
"You're okay," Nikki said softly, working his finger back and forth, spreading more gel as he went. 


Tommy lost all sense of reason and thought as Nikki worked diligently but tenderly to open Tommy to more of 
his fingers. He cried out when Nikki pulled free after finally being able to get three fingers in, stretching him 
wide enough to satisfy Nikki. 


Nikki quickly sheathed himself in a condom and applied more lube to Tommy before standing up close behind 


Tommy. 


Tommy was surprised he wasn't drooling to the floor from his mouth like his cock was. He'd lost all ability to 
hold his head up or keep his mouth closed as Nikki had administered to him and had dropped his head onto his 


crossed arms against the window. 


"Hey," Nikki said, dropping soft kisses to his open shoulder, "you're doing so good, baby. But the best is yet to 
come, my Tommy. | wanna show you something." Nikki slid his hand between Tommy's cheeks and his fingers 
back up inside his ass. 


Tommy sighed at the feeling of fullness again, opening himself, relaxing into the touch as Nikki's fingers went in 
search of something. Tommy wasn't sure what that something was until they brushed over a particularly 
sensitive spot deep within him. If he thought the coke had electrified the acid, then whatever switch Nikki 
flicked in him amplified those feelings hundred-fold. Tommy couldn't help but gasp and arch up onto his toes as 
the heat and lust radiated out from that one point that Nikki's fingers were teasing relentlessly. 


Nikki chuckled softly, snuggling up behind Tommy and placing his free hand over Tommy's lower belly and 
pushing in slightly. "There we go, baby. You're so fucking perfect, my Tommy. That's your prostate..the 
epicentre of tonight's activities." 


"Nik.fuck!" Tommy whimpered, leaning heavily against the older man. "| n-need to. want you to..." He couldn't 


form a coherent thought while Nikki's fingers were doing what they were doing. 


"I know, baby," Nikki crooned. "Me too. | wanna fuck you so bad. How many people are watching us right now, do 
you think? Hmm? How many people wanna be in my place right now? Touching you, tasting you, feeling you 
tremble in my arms when | do this?" Nikki increased the tempo of his finger fucking, targeting Tommy's 


prostate with each thrust. 


Tommy didn't think the feeling of fullness and imminent release could be matched but Nikki kept pushing and 
prodding, intensifying that urgency until his knees almost gave out. 


"Fuck, baby..you're so damn responsive," Nikki said as he slowed and extricated his fingers from Tommy's ass. 
"Hold still, my Tommy.” He lubed up again and collected one of the vials off the floor beside their feet. He 
kicked Tommy's legs wider and lined himself up, ready to take that final step in taking Tommy to the highest of 
peaks. 


Tommy felt the cool of the gel against his most private of flesh before something warmer, harder, thicker 

pressing up against him. Nikki was holding something in his hand near his face. He snapped the fragile glass and 
held it under Tommy's nose, murmuring softly, "Breathe deeply, baby. The pressure against his sphincter was 
constant, pushing, probing, seeking entrance but once the vapours hit, Tommy felt the pressure disappear and 


Nikki's cock slipped in once the resistance was gone. 


Both men cried out into the perceived empty beyond the glass, leaving them panting and trembling from the 


awareness of what this meant to them both. 


Tommy felt the vial pressed into his hand and Nikki murmuring in his ear, "Breathe, baby.keep..fuck, you're 
tight.keep breathing. The pain will disappear soon, | promise you." 


Tommy did as he was instructed as Nikki's hands gripped his hips as he made slow, controlled movements, 
reigning in his need to satisfy his own body for Tommy's pure pleasure. It was everything Tommy could have 
wished for as the discomfort from the intrusion slowly dissipated into immense, utter pleasure and the vial 
slipped from his fingers, crashing against the tiled edge of the floor at the window. 


"Fuck," Nikki panted, minutes later. "I'm.-fuck.l'm not gonna last much longer, my Tommy. Stroke yourself..get 


yourself off for me. | wanna feel you squeeze my cock as you cum.” 


Tommy reached for his cock, finding it rock hard and super-sensitive. It didn't take long for the curl of his 
orgasm to wind its way through his veins, tightening and constricting every moment into the vortex of his 


climax. Crying out hoarsely, Tommy's creamy seed coated his hand as well as the window, dripping from where 


it hit down to the floor. 


Nikki followed him a mere moment in time later, cursing a blue streak as Tommy could feel the swell and pump 
of Nikki's release into the condom deep within him. Nikki held on to him as his legs gave way, carefully 
extricating himself and the used condom out of Tommy's body. 


"Hold on, baby. Stay right there while | get rid of this," Nikki said, tying the condom off swiftly and dropping it 
into the trash close by before helping Tommy onto the bed. "Are you okay, baby?" Nikki asked as Tommy fell 
gratefully onto the clean sheets. He didn't wait for Tommy's answer but ducked into the bathroom and came 


back with a warm, damp washcloth and cleaned Tommy first before turning the washcloth on himself. 


"Need to sleep," Tommy mumbled and Nikki smiled affectionately. 

"You do that, baby. You've had a big night," Nikki said, as he sat down beside him. "And it's only 10 pm." 
"So tired," Tommy said, snuggling close to Nikki's side. "Stay with me?" 

"| wouldn't want to be anywhere else, my Tommy," he replied, settling down into the soft bed beside his 
younger lover. He turned the music down low and rolled enough to kill the one remaining light, leaving the 
curtains open to see the cityscape beyond the glass. 


Tommy shifted again as Nikki's arms slid around him from behind. "Love you, Nikki." 


Tommy felt Nikki sigh behind as he tried valiantly to stay awake to savour the situation for as long as 


possible. 
"You love me, huh? When you wake up I'll show you how much you already mean to me, too, baby," Nikki 
murmured against Tommy's shoulder where his face was buried in his hair and Nikki's arms tightened, drawing 


Tommy up close against his chest. 


Tommy smiled happily and drifted off into a dreamless sleep. 


Punched In The Teeth By Love 


Author's Notes: 
Happy New Year, my lovelies. hope you all enjoyed your celebrations. 
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This was Tommy's first time in the New York region and he and his father had hit the ground running, so to 
speak. They were heading to New Jersey, on the property hunt for an East Coast branch of the Bass Family 
Trust entertainment property portfolio. 


Tommy was trying to absorb all the information his father was throwing at him in regards to the slew of 
properties they were viewing this week. But he was also spellbound by New York City and its surrounding 


neighbours. He was blown away by the sea of humanity that was jam-packed into such a relatively small space. 


He suddenly started to doubt his ideas of expansion that he'd put forward to his father. They must have had 
some merit, however, since they were in a cab at this moment, heading to the furthest most property on the 


list. 


David Bass had his roots in property, going back two generations, but it wasn't until his astuteness for a good 
deal that a small-time but successful, real estate business grew into the thriving property investment trust 

that it was today. He'd learned all he could from his father before heading off to college to learn even more, 

preferring to stick close to home so that he could still help his father when possible. David had graduated top 
of his class and eagerly set about expanding the family business. 


He met Voula about a year later, his Greek Goddess as he called her, and they were married within a week, 
much to his parents’ horror. But Voula proved to be an asset to David, grounding him, reminding him to eat 
and being a sounding board for all his ideas and troubles, which just helped him flourish as a successful 


property developer. 


David moved steadily up through the ranks of the company, shouldering more and more responsibilities as his 


father, Tommy's grandfather, grew older and suffered a few health issues. 


Life had never looked brighter until his father's health unexpectedly took a turn for the worse. They lost the 


patriarch of the family suddenly and David was made head of the company even though he grieved heavily. 


Then Voula gave him the reason to pull out of his tailspin. Despite suffering two miscarriages in rapid 
succession, which threatened to derail David's happiness, her third pregnancy was successful and Tommy was 
born less than two years later. Voula and David were overjoyed and the arrival of a grandchild also mended his 
mother's heart too. 


David nurtured the business into a thriving property development company and eventually listed shares on the 
stock exchange. The family wealth grew but they never advertised just how much. They moved to a larger, 
but still sedate, house in the suburbs and still drove the same cars. 


That was all thanks to Voula's grounding influence. Love was more important than any amount of money and 
that's what the family measured their success on. 


When Tommy was two, he was presented with his sister, Athena. Little Tommy doted on his baby sister and 
thought that she was his to play with and protect. The siblings had a strong bond and, since there were to be 
no others to join them, they came to rely on each other for support as they got older. 


As his children grew, David started teaching them the ways of the business, using building blocks and stuffed 
toys to explain things whilst they were still small. Both had inherited their parents’ intellect and learnt to love 
the business as much as their father did. 


Tommy preferred the concept of the nightclubs and live venues his father had on the books, but Athena 


wanted to travel and her interest was in the boutique hotels they'd recently invested in. 


On each of their sixteenth birthdays, Tommy and Athena would be given a small portfolio to be held in trust 
until their eighteenth birthdays, along with a house or apartment for their future living arrangements. Tommy 
was gifted two LA-based entertainment venues and a house in the hills that he'd seen whereas Athena was 


shortly to be gifted two of the smaller hotels and an apartment closer to the city. 

The proviso was though, that they had to present their father with solid business plans by the time they 
turned eighteen when they would take complete control of their very own portfolio, which is what brought 
David and Tommy to New York. 

Tommy was turning eighteen soon and had the vision of expanding their holdings cross-country so they were 
here on a fact-finding mission. There were meetings and properties to visit but Tommy was still trying to get 
some sightseeing in from the backseat of a Yellow Cab. 

"When we're finished this meeting can we walk around before we go to the next appointment?" Tommy asked. 


"Yes, but | don't want to be late though," David stipulated. "We're on a tight schedule, don't forget?" 


"I know," Tommy agreed with a nod. "I just want to soak in the atmosphere a little. Itll help me get a vibe for 


the surrounding areas; what will work, what won't. Does that make sense?" 


"It does," David said "That's what makes you good at this, Tommy." David smiled at his son and ruffled his hair. 
"Though | wish you'd get a haircut, son" 


"Not happening, Pops," Tommy grinned. "Its my signature look, don'tcha know?" 
David chuckled and said, "Don't get me started on all that leather. | don't see how it can be comfortable." 


"That's coz I've worn them in," Tommy explained, running his hands down his long legs, appreciating the feel of 


it from both his fingers and his legs. "It takes weeks of constant wear to get them this soft." 
"Is that what that smell is?" David asked, amusement tinting his voice. 
"Hal Hal You're so fuckin’ funny, Pops,” Tommy rolled his eyes, though a smile did creep across his mouth. 


"Don't let your mother hear you swearing at me, son," David cautioned. "| don't mind so much..unless you use it 


in anger at me. Understand?" 
"You know | wouldn't, Pops,” Tommy said. "I love you too much. Mom too." 


"You're a good kid, Tommy. We love you too," David replied, sincerely, as the cab pulled to the curb outside 
their first property inspection. "C'mon, let's see what your first suggestion is like." 


~ Ke 


Nikki was sitting in the diner, sipping a coffee and picking at some fries that were rapidly cooling in the air- 
conditioning. lt was almost | pm and he should be hungry but he was too on-edge to appreciate the food 
presented to him. 


He kept glancing at the clock on the wall but his gaze was pulled back to the outside world as he waited on his 
next appointment. He was late and Nikki was growing impatient. This guy had been highly recommended as a 


solid, potentially regular purchaser. 


Nikki hated being stuck in one place for too long. It made him vulnerable to suspicious eyes, though he liked the 
diner because it had a good |80-degree view of the streets and a backdoor that he could slip through if need 
be. 


He looked across the road, scanning for his customer but saw someone far more interesting. He was tall and 
slim with a head of long, deliciously dark hair that fell in loose curls past his shoulders. Nikki's fingers itched to 
sink into those dark strands before his eyes travelled south to long legs that were encased in leather. Nikki 
shifted in his seat as his own pants suddenly became uncomfortably tight as the pair crossed the road and 
toward the diner. 


As the object of Nikki's interest got closer he could see the familial similarities to his older companion Father, 
maybe, he assumed. He grinned to himself as the pair walked into the diner. Nikki slid his sunglasses down his 
nose and openly appreciated the younger of the two. 


He must have felt Nikki's eyes on him as the younger one reached beneath his hair and rubbed at the back of 


his neck before he turned around to find the source of the irritation. 


Nikki felt like he'd been punched in the gut when their eyes met. The tall brunette had moved his sunglasses to 


the top of his head so his eyes were clearly seen A rich, dark chocolate brown, 

Nikki ran his eyes, without disguise, appreciatively up the young man's long legs, pausing at his crotch so 
wonderfully accentuated by the leather before continuing back to the dark eyes. The young man gave a shy, 
tentative smile but held Nikki's gaze. 

Nikki shifted in his seat, propping one leg up on the bench seat beside him in a not-so-subtle invitation, allowing 
a dirty smirk to slide over his lips as the waitress showed them to a table nearby. The dark eyes stole a look 
as they walked by and Nikki felt the sudden heat build-up deep in his gut and the gentle swell of his dick 
Nikki's attention was rudely snapped away when his new client threw himself down. "Hey man Nikki, right?!" 
"You're fucking late!" Nikki snapped, irritated that he was interrupted in checking out the hot dude and hoping 
that he'd get a chance to check him out in a more thorough way. "You want to do business with me," Nikki 
snarled, his voice low and full of menace, "then you turn up on time! You hear me, fucker?" 

"Um..yeah, sorry," the guy stammered, looking duly chastened. 

When Nikki was satisfied that his client had been put in his place and details sorted about any future dealings 
the switch was made discretely and they parted ways. Nikki had been acutely aware of the dark-haired boy 
sitting somewhere behind him. He could still hear his voice along with the deeper one of his companion so Nikki 
decided to hang around for a bit longer after his customer left. 


"You can't sit there, Nikki," a woman's voice said, "if you're not going to order anything else." 


"Aww, Rosie," Nikki turned his head to meet the older woman's eyes, "don't kick me out just yet, doll. It's so 
cold out there." He hugged himself and gave an exaggerated shudder. 


Rosie eyed him thoughtfully, then shook her head at him with a small smile. "You'd charm the pants off the 


devil, child. I'll get you a coffee then on your way, you hear me?" 
"Yes, ma'am," Nikki grinned. 


Rosie bent a little closer and whispered to him, "And no more drug deals in here! Or | wil report you. Got it?! 


There are a dozen jobs on the line if they close us down" 
Nikki sat back and regarded the woman With a slow blink in acknowledgement, Nikki said, "Point taken" 


"Good," she acknowledged, before softening her tone again "You are always welcome here, child.but take your 
business outside. Now.|'m running late. Behave yourself, Nikki." 


"Yes, ma'am," he said with a wink as Rosie batted his shoulder playfully as she walked off to get his coffee. 


Nikki quickly made sure his little brunette was still in the diner, though he could hear him talking excitedly 
somewhere in the vicinity behind him. 


He turned in the seat again, propping his leg up as before mainly so he could drink his coffee, listen to the pair 
and cast the boy the occasional look, enjoying the way it made him stumble over his words or set his cutlery 
down with a clatter. 

"Are you almost done, Tommy?" Nikki heard the older man say. 

Tommy, huh, Nikki thought. Cute name! 

"Yeah, Dad, | think so," Tommy replied. "I just need to go to the bathroom. Meet you outside?" 

Father and son.good, there's no competition then 

"Okay. I'll pay the bill," Tommy's father said, pushing away from the table. 

Nikki, gulping down the end of his coffee, watched the older man walk to the cashier's desk, making sure he 
was out of the way before he pushed from the booth himself and timed it so that he accidentally ran into 


Tommy as they were both heading toward the men's room. 


"Watch where you're going, cute stuff," Nikki said with a sly grin as he almost shoulder barged into the young 
boy. 


"Oh, fuck, s-sorry," Tommy stammered. Nikki noticed with satisfaction as a deep blush emerged from the neck 
of Tommy's shirt and travelled all the way up to his face. "l-I was just...” 


"Take a piss? Water the horse? Shake the snake?" Nikki teased, his eyebrow climbing high into his hairline. 
"Same," he said, deliberately adjusting himself in front of Tommy. "After you..," he held his hand out, urging 
Tommy to go first, "so | can watch that fine ass walk." 


"Oh..fuck," Tommy breathed, his eyes wide and his tongue nervously darted out over his lips. Tommy turned 


woodenly and started walking. 


"Don't drag the chain, Tommy," his father's voice could be heard over the general hum of the late lunch crowd 


conversation. 

Nikki followed Tommy to the men's room, appreciating every step he took in those soft-looking leather pants. 
He wasn't quick enough, though, as Tommy retreated into the closest stall. Nikki fronted up to the urinal and 
waited for a moment before he heard Tommy empty his bladder into the toilet before starting to relieve 
himself, knowing that the younger man would be treated to an eyeful of his dick 


Nikki wasn't sure what it was about this young kid, but he wanted him..badly. But with Daddy waiting outside 
for his little boy there was nothing that Nikki could do about it right now. Nikki was finishing up, shaking off as 
Tommy's stall door opened. 

Their eyes met briefly before Tommy's dropped to exactly where Nikki was hoping they would. Nikki turned 
around as he was stuffing himself back into his pants, making sure Tommy was watching every move, even if 


it was from the corner of his eye as he slowly washed his hands. 


Nikki strolled to the basin closest to the door and quickly rinsed his hands as Tommy pulled a couple of sheets 
of paper out of the dispenser to dry his. 


"Tommy, is it?" Nikki asked the boy in the mirror. 

"Uh..yeah. How'd you know," he replied. 

"I heard your Daddy calling your name, little boy," Nikki said, slowly advancing on Tommy. 

"Oh... 

"The name's Nikki," Nikki said, stopping with half a step of his prey. Their eyes met and Nikki grunted softly at 
the force of the feelings hitting him squarely in the gut. He breathed in deeply, ignoring the general smell of 
the urinals and piss, concentrating solely on the boy that was affecting him so profoundly. 


"N-nice to meet you, Nikki,” Tommy stumbled slightly, holding his hand out to shake Nikki's. 


Nikki slid his hand into the proffered one and felt the electricity shoot up his arm. Tommy's eyes widened 
slightly as well, as Nikki held the large hand in his, enjoying the feel and the warmth emanating from it. 


"Do you live around here?" Nikki asked, still holding Tommy's hand. 


"No. l- that is we, my parents, my sister and | live in LA," Tommy answered, not bothered by Nikki's extended 


grip. "l-l should get going..we've got business meetings to get to." 


Nikki arched his eyebrow at that piece of information but didn't say anything. 


"Do you..live..around here, Nikki?" Tommy asked, hope tinging his words. 


"Why do you ask?" Nikki purred, liking the way his name rolled over Tommy's tongue. It's not the only thing 


he'd like going over Tommy's tongue. 
"Um." Tommy frowned slightly as though he wasn't sure why he asked in the first place. "l.l'm-." 


Nikki took pity on the kid and said, "You can always find me here, or they'll know where | am..you know..in case 


you might wanna hook up." 


Tommy ducked his head at the suggestion but when he raised his head again, his smile almost sat Nikki on his 
ass, it was so..bnillant. "We're in town for the next week or so. I'd.l'd like that," he said, almost shyly. 


Nikki placed his other hand in the centre of Tommy's chest and pushed him against the closest surface and 
held him there a moment before he claimed the younger boy's mouth in a heated kiss. His lips were soft and 
full and tasted of the meal he'd recently finished. But it was the hesitancy just below the surface that was 


the most alluring because it went from shy to hungry as soon as Nikki's tongue touched his. 


When the kiss broke naturally, Tommy looked dreamily at Nikki for a moment before the realisation that his 
father was waiting outside broke through the fugue of Nikki's kiss. 


"Oh! Fuckl," he exclaimed. "l-l gotta go. Dad will be furious if he's late." 
"Better run to Daddy, little boy, before the big bad wolf comes looking for you." Nikki smiled, running his tongue 
slowly over his teeth before snapping them shut in an exaggerated snarl as Tommy stumbled back toward the 


door, his eyes never leaving Nikki's. 


When the door shut and Tommy had gone, Nikki sagged against the closest basin He looked at himself in the 


mirror and said to himself, out loud, "If this kid comes back, you're a goner, you stupid fuck!" 

~ ev 

Tommy hurried out of the men's room, his fingers touching his lips where the stranger had kissed him. He still 
felt that weird, swirly feeling in his stomach and pressed his other hand to his belly to try and quell the 


sensation. 


"Where have you been? Are you okay?" his father asked once Tommy had finally breached the outer doors. He 


was looking at him worriedly. 


"I had a belly ache.thought | needed to take a dump," Tommy shrugged, opting to go with that since his father 


was looking at his hand on his stomach. 


"Must have been the food at this place," David said. "| should report them to the health authorities." 


"NO!" Tommy yelped, drawing his dad's curiosity further. "l-l mean.no, it wasn't the food. The food was really 


good. In fact, | want to come back here again before we go home." 


"| don't know if it was that good, but.we'll see," David said. He checked his watch and continued, "Are you sure 


you're okay? The next meeting is in about half an hour so we need to get moving." 


"I'm fine, Dad," Tommy said, reassuring his father in case he insisted on following through on his threat. "Do we 


need a cab?" 


Later that afternoon on a day that had been filled with inspections and meetings with property managers, 
David finally called it to an end. 


"Let's go back to the hotel, Tommy," his dad said, stifling a yawn. "I think travel has finally taken its toll on me. 
| just want to have a quick meal from room service and sleep tonight. We've got more properties to look at 
tomorrow too, don't forget." 

"| don't feel like room service tonight.how about | go back to that diner and grab some food?" 


"| don't know about that. It'll be cold by the time you get it back" 


"You..you could go back to the hotel now," Tommy suggested. "I'll go back to the diner to eat then get a cab 
back. | promise I'll be there by..4:30 at the latest 


His father inhaled deeply, eyeing his son thoughtfully. 


Sensing his father's indecision, Tommy pressed on, "C'mon, Dad. I'm almost eighteen. | know how to defend 


myself and I've got my stash of money hidden for emergencies." 


"The diner and nowhere else, do you hear me?" David growled. "And not a word to your mother. She'll skin me 


alive if | don't bring you back in one piece." 


Tommy whooped happily and hugged his father, before whistling for a cab and watched his father get in, with 
the reminder to be back in the city by 9:30 pm ringing in his ears. 


As he watched the cab pull away and into the traffic, Tommy thought of the intriguing man who he'd met 
earlier that day. He hailed his own cab to take him back to the diner and, hopefully, to those sea-glass green 
eyes. 


~ Ke 


"You'll find him in the last room on the left," the recently woken blond boy pointed vaguely, before disappearing 
back down the stairs of the doss house for homeless streetwalkers. 


Nikki walked along the scruffy corridor and knocked on the indicated beat-up old door, leaning against the door 
jamb as he waited for an answer. His encounter at lunchtime with the cute brunette in the leather pants had 


him on edge all afternoon. He needed to do something about it. 
The door swung open to reveal another brunette, all sleepy-eyed and soft. 
"Nikki? What are you doing here?" Richie queried, still foggy from being woken up. 


Nikki, as he did with Legs as Nikki had started calling Tommy in his head, pushed Richie inside with one well- 
placed hand, kicking the door closed behind him. "Are you alone?" he asked, flicking the lock quickly before pulling 
the T-shirt from Richie's body. 


"Uh..yeah," Richie replied. "You know we're not allowed to bring johns back here and it looks like Elijah has gone 
out" 


"Good," Nikki said, toeing off his shoes as he pushed Richie back toward the bed. His jacket was dropped to the 


floor as he claimed Richie's mouth. 


Richie tugged Nikki's shirt over his head and let it fall from his hands before laying them on Nikki's chest, 
cupping his pectoral muscles and tweaking his nipples expertly, making Nikki groan. His little Street Rat had 
come a long way in such a short amount of time. 


They tumbled onto the bed in a tangle of limbs. The sheets were still warm from Richie's body heat as Nikki 
rolled to his back, pulling Richie on top of him. It was easy enough for Nikki to slide his hands down into the 
boxers that Richie slept in, pushing them down over his ass as Nikki quickly caught Richie up to speed to his 


level of desire. 


"How'd you get in here, Nikki?" Richie asked once Nikki moved from his mouth down to his neck whilst Richie's 
hands swiftly unfastened his belt and jeans. 


"| lied..." he mumbled against the column of corded tendons. "Told them | was your brother and | had a 
message from mom and dad." 


Richie grunted as Nikki's hand wrapped around him, making his intentions of what he wanted very clear. "What 
do you want, Nik?" 


"I want you to fuck me, Street Rat," Nikki growled as he slid lower down Richie's torso. 


Richie sighed and arched into Nikki's touch, his hands tangling into his hair. "So.what's a little fake incest 
between brothers, huh?" Richie chuckled. 


He gripped Nikki's hair tightly, forcing Nikki to stop his exploration of the flesh below his mouth. "Strip and on 


your hands and knees, baby. | can't get caught with you in here or Al will boot me out onto the street." 


Nikki nodded, giving Richie's cock one flat-tongued swipe, pushed from the bed to drop his jeans to the floor as 
Richie rolled just enough to fish a condom and some lube from his supplies beneath his bed. 


Nikki climbed back onto the bed, dropping a full, deep kiss on Richie's mouth before settling himself into a 
comfortable position. He pulled Richie's pillow to him, wrapping his arms around it, resting his head to the side 
as the younger man shifted behind him. 


Nikki groaned softly when warm hands slid over his ass, firm, sure and knowledgeable in his preparation 


"How do you sleep with nothing but a sheet pinned over the bottom half the window?" Nikki wondered idly as 
Richie paused to sheath himself with latex and reapply the cool gel to his entrance. 


"Too tired to care," Richie replied, his voice coming out a little breathless as he lined himself up and slowly but 
surely, pushed through Nikki's last defences. "You wanna talk, Nik.or you wanna fuck?" he asked, punctuating his 
words with a hard, completely filling thrust. 


Nikki groaned into the pillow as Richie expertly took him swiftly to the dizzying heights of lust. Trying to stay 
relatively silent as to not to draw attention from the other residents, Richie's encouragement was in the form 


of touches and whispers. Nikki was slowly losing the battle against holding onto his control. 


He looked over his shoulder at his Street Rat, who was also lost in the moment, but the afternoon sun, blazing 
through the top half of the window, blinded him momentarily. He was taken aback when he suddenly saw 
Tommy's face surrounded by a halo of sunlight: 


What the fuck?! Nikki thought. Tommy? 


"Who's Tommy, Nikki?" the angelic-looking Tommy asked, but the words came out in Richie's voice. Nikki blinked 
hard, shaking his head before looking back over his shoulder again. 


"What?!" 


"You said Tommy." Richie said. His face now matched his voice. "Tighten up for me, babe." Richie shifted his 
angle slightly and before Nikki could answer he was freefalling off the edge of his climax and into the abyss. 


"That's it..." Richie crooned and before long joined him with his release, collapsing over Nikki's back, both gasping 
for breath as they regained their equilibrium. 


Richie came around first, extricating carefully and ridding himself of the soiled condom before lying down 
beside Nikki. 


"Sorry for the sheets, Rich," Nikki mumbled a few minutes later, looking at his dark-haired Street Rat over his 


folded arms as Richie played with his hair. 


Richie gave him a small smile and shrugged. "It's not the first time I've slept in funky sheets. I'll wash them 


tomorrow." Then after a small silence, "First time you've called me someone else's name though." 


Nikki briefly closed his eyes. He knew he thought Tommy's name but he wasn't aware he'd said it out loud. He 
mentally slapped himself for it. "l-Im sorry, Rich. | didn't know I'd done that." 


‘Its okay," Richie shrugged. "You kinda get used to it in this job. | just was curious. You don't need to explain” 


Nikki leaned over to kiss Richie hard before leaving the bed. "l.l do need to get outta here though..so that you 
don't get in trouble." 


He reached for his jeans, pulling them on and appreciating the delicious soreness in his ass, before sliding his 
feet back into his boots. He was completely aware of Richie's gaze following him as he retrieved his clothes 
but didn't feel like he could explain or wanted to explain about Tommy just yet. 


İt never hurts to hedge your bets, he thought, slipping his shirt back on. He bent back over the bed and left 
Richie with a heady kiss, pushing him back into the bedding again "Thanks for the fuck, baby," he said. "I hope | 


didn't cause you any trouble." 
"See you soon, Nik?" Richie asked as Nikki stood, reaching for the doorknob. 


"Absolutely, baby. You're my biggest weakness..can't stay away for too long before | start jonesing for your 
body," he said with a wink, unlocking the door and slipping out as quietly as he could, leaving Richie lying in bed. 


He didn't realise he'd been holding his breath until he reached the street and gave a sigh of relief. He lit a 


cigarette, holding the smoke deep in his lungs for a solid moment before releasing it to the sky. 


He nodded slightly to the burly guy standing all too casually against the closest light post supposedly reading a 
classic novel, knowing that Al had his lookouts protecting his property. Without saying a word, the guy ordered 
him to keep moving with one throw of his chin toward the street. 


Nikki smirked at him, before setting off. He checked his watch and saw that it was too early to go back to the 
diner on the off-chance that Tommy was going to show. With a shake of his head, he strode off down the 
street toward home so that he could shower. Even though he usually loved Richie's scent over him, if he had 


any chance with Tommy, he didn't think reeking of sex and another man would go in his favour. 
~ ev 
Nikki returned to the diner later, just at the start of the dinner rush, only to see Tommy sitting in one of the 


window booths. He groaned softly, knowing that he could possibly be falling into the biggest trap of his life but 


also deliriously happy that Tommy was there..and alone. 


He stood on the opposite corner waiting for the traffic to dissipate and saw that Tommy was eating again. How 


could this kid be so skinny yet eat so much? Nikki tried to reconcile those two disparate notions in his head. 


While Tommy was still focused on his burger, Nikki snuck across the road and as Tommy lifted his water to 
his face, Nikki banged on the window, startling the boy. Nikki watched in horror as the water sloshed over the 


rim of the glass and all down Tommy's front. 


Fuck..good one, Sixx, he chastised himself and rushed inside to make amends. Tommy was wiping himself down 


with napkins when Nikki slid into the seat opposite. 

"Tommy.l'm so sorry, man," Nikki said, having the good grace to look as sorry as he felt. 

Tommy didn't say a word as he kept his eyes on Nikki, motioning for another glass of water. The waitress 
placed it on the table in front of Tommy and handed him a clean, dry cloth to help sop up the water from his 
clothes. 

"Thank you," he murmured, still pinning Nikki to his seat with an unreadable gaze, making him squirm somewhat 
and waited until she'd left before taking a sip from the fresh glass. "You thought that was funny, asshole?" 
Tommy asked very calmly without any heat behind the words. 


Nikki shrugged, still unsure of Tommy's reaction, "At the time, yeah." Anybody else would have just decked him 


on the spot. This reaction was confusing. 


Tommy took another sip of water then casually leaned forward and poured the rest of his water over Nikki's 


head before sitting back, trying to hold in his giggles. 


Nikki gasped at first at the chill of the iced water trickling down his back but then he looked over to the boy 
that captivated him and he couldn't help but join in with his laughter. 


‘I'm sorry, dude," Tommy sniggered, tossing Nikki the towel, "but you asked for that.” 
"Well played, man," Nikki grinned as he towelled off his hair and whatever parts of his shirt needed it. 


"You want to order anything?" Tommy asked as Nikki picked at Tommy's leftover fries on his plate. "It's.it's on 


me. You know..if you don't have enough cash." 


Nikki shook his head. "I got cash, man. Just too early to eat for me. Only toddlers and old people eat at this 
time of night." 


Tommy wadded up the paper napkin he'd been using and said, "Well. only got so much time before | gotta be 
back in the city." 


Nikki regarded the younger man for a moment. "Walk with me. If Rosie sees me back here again, she'll kick my 


Oss. 


"Why's that?" Tommy asked, pulling some cash from his wallet for his food and a generous tip for the mess 


they'd made. 


"Eh..long story," Nikki said, standing and adjusting the damp fabric from around his crotch before placing his 
hand on the small of Tommy's back and guiding him to the door. "Suffice to say, if Rosie sees me with another 


customer in the diner again, my balls will be hanging from her earlobes." 


"Nah, they'd be too big," Tommy said, off-handedly, distracted by watching the surroundings come to life as 
dusk settled heavily and the storefronts flickered to life in multicoloured hues of neon lights. 


Nikki raised his eyebrow at Tommy's words but didn't say anything, It kinda pleased him that Tommy had 
checked him out enough to mention the size of his balls. Nikki cleared his throat and tried to steer his 
thoughts away from that line of thinking unless Tommy wanted to see how big his dick could get too. "C'mon," 
he said, slipping his hand into Tommy's. "Let me show you my world." 


As they walked slowly through the streets, the pair never stopped talking. 


Nikki was surprised at how comfortable he felt around the younger brunette and divulged things that he 
wouldn't normally tell to relatively complete strangers. He didn't go too far down the dangerously dark path of 


his upbringing, however, only briefly touching on his broken home. 


Nikki had wandered aimlessly, leading Tommy through the streets he knew so well and ended up along the 
riverfront. They stood leaning against a fence, watching the inky-dark Hudson River as the lights twinkled on its 


surface. 


"Have you had fun tonight, Tommy?" Nikki asked, checking his watch in a conscious effort to not get Tommy 
into trouble by making him late. It was about 8:30 pm and Nikki figured a good half-hour by cab back to 
Manhattan should just about give them another thirty minutes together. 


Nikki hadn't made a move on Tommy in the few hours they had been together, no matter how much he 
wanted to. He'd felt bad about how he accosted Tommy earlier that day in the diner, even though he jacked off 


to the memory in the shower, so he tried to behave himself for a change. 
"Fuckin! Al" Tommy exclaimed excitedly, turning toward Nikki. "Nik, this has got to be the best night of my life!" 


He looked over at Tommy. He'd never seen such unconscious joy in someone's face. He was stunning. His earlier 
feeling of his heart being doomed if Tommy showed up again just came to fruition. With the notable exception 
of Richie, he didn't allow anyone to get away with shortening his name..but when Tommy had said it, it sent a 


mini shockwave through him. A very pleasant one. 


Who was he kidding, it made him feel like a giddy schoolgirl! What the fuck?! 


"Tommy..." Nikki said, not really knowing what he was about to say next. He felt tongue-tied so to give him a 
moment of time, he reached out and tucked a curl of dark hair behind the boy's ear. "You're-," He wanted to 
say beautiful, stunning, gorgeous, sexy or fuckable but opted for the less intense option of, "You're welcome. 
I've had a great time too but we don't have much longer before | have to put you in a cab back to you Daddy, 
little boy." 


A small frown creased between Tommy's brows. He chewed on his lip a moment and nodded. "Nikki..can |.fuck," 
he ended with a soft curse. 


"What is it, Tommy?" Nikki asked, leaning into the younger man's warmth. 


"l-I can't stop thinking a-about the kiss.at the diner earlier," Tommy stuttered. "lve been thinking about it all 


afternoon.” 


"You have?" Nikki asked. "So have |, actually. | wanted to apologise for just laying one on you like that. | just 
really needed to find out what you tasted like.” Then after a small pause, "I liked it.| wanted more." Nikki looked 
at Tommy openly, letting his guard down to him. 


Again, Richie was the only other to get under his skin in this way and it was kind of freaking Nikki out a little 
at how similar the feelings were. But there was something about Tommy's soul that was calling out to his. It 
was a feeling of being at home; a feeling of peace and harmony on a truly profound level. It was scary as hell 


for Nikki.but also soothing at the same time. 


Nikki reached out again, this time to cup Tommy's strong jawline and brushed his thumb across his bottom lip. 
"Can | kiss you again, Tommy?" Nikki asked softly, watching Tommy's eyes widen slightly. 


Tommy huffed out a breath and grinned, "You didn't have to ask, Nik. | kinda liked how you did it at the diner 
actually." 


Nikki felt that deep in his gut which spurred him into action. He dug his fingers into Tommy's hair and dragged 
him closer, moulding his lips to the younger man's in a scorching kiss. Their teeth clashed and Nikki's tongue 
delved deep into Tommy's mouth as he pushed him against the fencing. Nikki tried with all his will to hold back 
in the hope that he didn't scare Tommy with his ardour. 


He pulled away suddenly when he noticed his hips were moving against Tommy's. "Fuck!" he swore and walked 


off a little way. 
"Nikki?" Tommy called out. "Did.did | do something wrong?" 


Nikki turned back and in two long strides, was standing in front of the younger man. "Oh god! No..no, you did 
nothing wrong, Tommy. l-l didn't want you to think | was..trying to seduce you or something.” 


"Oh," Tommy said, nibbling on his swollen bottom lip. "| wouldn't have minded, you know.’ 


"That's good to know," Nikki smiled, slipping his arms around Tommy's waist. "We're also running out of time to 


get you back to Daddy, little boy. C'mon.lets walk back to the main road so | can put you in a cab." 


What should have been a less than ten-minute walk turned out to be a lot longer with the number of times 
they stopped to kiss each other senseless. Nikki whistled for a cab regretfully and deposited Tommy into the 
back seat. 


| want to see you again, Nikki," Tommy asked as Nikki closed the door, leaning his head in for a final kiss. 


"Where can | find you?" 


"You found me once, baby," he replied. "You'll find me again. Just ask Rosie." Nikki tapped the cab on the roof 
and watched it pull away from the curb and into the traffic with Tommy's head poking from the window until 
they couldn't see each other anymore. Nikki checked his watch. He smiled when he saw it was only a couple of 
minutes after 4 pm. With traffic at this time of night, Nikki figured Tommy would be pulling up at the hotel 
with a little time to spare. 


~~ 


Tommy woke the next morning to the sound of the room service trolley being wheeled into the suite. He was 
starving and the enticing scent of coffee and freshly cooked food assaulted his senses, rapidly bringing him to 


full awareness. 


Traffic had been bad last night and it took the cab almost twice the amount of time to get back Tommy had 
worked on his excuse all the way back but was relieved to find that it wasnt needed when he heard his fathers 


resonant snores coming trom the bedroom. 


He softly shut the bathroom door and stripped off his clothes. He looked at himself in the mirror as he brushed his 
teeth Hs lips were slightly swollen and his face was a little sore from the cold and the razor burn from Nkkis 
kisses, not to mention the small blooming bruise on his neck beneath his ear. Luckily his hair would hide that. 


Tommy had been hard all evening and picturing Nikki in his head just made it worse. Listening for his dad's regular 
snoring, Tommy dropped his pants and quickly took himself in hand It didnt take long or much imagination for him 
fo reach his peak, groaning softly as he bit down hard on his toothbrush. He quickly cleaned up, sipped on his 
pyjama pants and quietly made his way to bed and into an orgasm-induced slumber. 


"Oh! You're awake, Tom," David said, as Tommy groaned and rolled over to his back "Good to see you got back 
in time last night." His father signed the chit for breakfast and escorted the staff to the door with a generous 
tip. 


Tommy grinned to himself, knowing his father was snoring loudly the whole time Tommy was sneaking around 


after getting back late. 
"Told you | would," Tommy muttered as he pushed himself to the side of the bed. 


"Better hit the shower, son," David said, noticing his son's early morning predicament, "and get rid of thot 
monster. Find a good woman that will help with that and your life will be set, Tommy." 


Tommy grunted but stood and headed for the shower anyway. He didn't want a good woman.he wanted the 
dark-haired, green-eyed older boy from yesterday. 


Tommy let the warm water sluice over his skin, allowing himself to imagine the touch to be Nikki's fingers as 
he spilled himself quickly and quietly onto the tiled wall. He cleaned up and finished showering, not wanting to 
draw too much attention to himself. They had a full day of property inspections ahead and he wanted his 
father to be in a good mood when he asked to go out again tonight. 


It had been an uneventful and boring day but they'd narrowed the search down to just a few possible 
investments. It was late afternoon when David received a phone call requesting his presence back at head 


office urgently. 


"Make the flight arrangements for first thing in the morning," David said to his assistant. "I'll send Tommy 


home in his own cab then I'll come straight to the office." 
Tommy, who had fallen on his bed face first, rolled over and looked at his father in horror. They were 
supposed to be here for another week yet, giving them time to do some father/son sightseeing. He also wanted 


to see Nikki again.desperately. 


After David had finished the call, Tommy said, "But Dad.we were supposed to stay for another week! 


Remember?! To do some sightseeing and stuff?!" 


| know, Tommy, and I'm sorry but there's an emergency meeting they need me in person for," David explained. 


"It can't be helped. | really am sorry." 


"Can't | stay? Explore New York for the week like we had planned?" Tommy asked desperately. "The room is 
booked and paid for until the end of the week." 


David shifted around the small suite, starting to gather his clothes and belongings to pack into his bag. "Start 
packing, Tom," he said. 


"Dad! C'mon.please! | promise I'll be back in the hotel before dark, and..and call you and mom every night," 
Tommy pleaded. 


"Thomas. You're too young to be left in a city like this by yourself," his father protested. 


"Dad, you've brought me up to stand on my own two feet," Tommy continued, following his father around as 
he packed. "I want to show you that | can do this. Hell, you're giving me nightclubs to oversee when | turn l8, 


why can't you let me have a week in the city by myself?" 


"Because you'll be here and not at home in California," David said, pausing his packing. "If something happens, 


Thomas, you'll be here and we'll be back home. You know your mom will have words to say about it” 


"Yeah..but | know you'll have a way of talking her around, Dad. You know exactly the right words to sweet talk 
Mom. And if words don't work, then.." Tommy grinned when David slid a look his son's way. 


David sighed and sat heavily on the bed beside Tommy. "One week Not a day longer. You're back in this hotel 
by sundown and you ring us every night. I'm not averse to putting a watch on you, you know?" David said. 
"You'll be on that plane next week or I'll send your mother out to bring you home, do you hear me?!" 

"Oh my god, thanks, Dad!" Tommy exclaimed and threw his arms around his dad in happiness. 

"Hmm..don't make me regret this, Thomas," David said, gently extricating himself. "Now. have an early-bird 
flight tomorrow so I'll be heading to bed at a reasonable hour. Which means we can go out locally for dinner or 


get room service." 


"There's an Italian place a couple of blocks down," Tommy suggested. David agreed and finished packing before 


they left for their meal. 

All through dinner, Tommy was wondering how he was going to get word to Nikki about his small victory. It 
was on their walk back to the hotel that Tommy spied a payphone and an idea struck him. "Hey Dad, you go on 
ahead," Tommy said. "I just want to call Vince back home and tell him | won't be back just yet" 

"Can't you do it from the phone in the room?" 


"Nah. want him to hear the traffic noises to rub it in that l'm here and he's not," Tommy grinned. 


‘Okay..straight back though," David nodded as he pulled out some change from his pocket and handed it to 


Tommy. "Here, you might run out for a long-distance call." 

"Thanks! Be back soon," Tommy nodded and waited until David had started off down the street. Tommy dialled 
the number of the diner, that he'd looked up earlier that day when he had some spare time. He waited until 
the call connected and asked for Rosie. 

"This is Rosie. How can | help you?" 


"Um.hi Rosie. I'm wondering if you can pass a message on to Nikki for me? He said you'd be able to find him.’ 


"Of course he did..," she sighed. "You're not one of his business acquaintances, are you? Coz | am not going to be 


a part of that shit." 


"No! No.| met him yesterday at the diner," Tommy explained hastily in case the woman hung up on him. "We 


met up there again last night before he showed me around town" 

‘Oh..you're him" Rosie exclaimed. "| don't know who you are, young man, but Nikki has not stopped talking about 
you. Just a second" Tommy heard the receiver being placed on what he assumed was the counter-top, the 
general hum of conversation and kitchen noises filled the line for a few moments before the scuffle of the 
phone being picked up. 


"Hello? Tommy?" 


Tommy inhaled sharply at Nikki's voice filling his ear. His hand gripped the hard plastic so forcefully he was a 
little surprised that it didn't break. 


"Yeah.it's me," Tommy said, cursing himself when his voice came out all breathless and girly. 
Nikki chuckled warmly. "You found me. | knew you would 


"l-I took a chance on you being at the diner. | didn't know that you'd be there now though,’ Tommy explained. 
He couldn't stop the smile that washed over his face at hearing Nikki's voice. 


"Are you coming out again, little boy?" Nikki asked. 


"Um.I-| cant" Tommy heard the faint tsk before he hurried on with his news. "Listen, Dad's gotta go home 
tomorrow morning so | gotta stick close tonight. But here's the thing. got the next week to myself here in the 


city. 
"A week all alone in the big city. So what are you going to do with your time?" 


"I thought I'd go see the sights, rather than the inside of grody nightclubs in the daytime," Tommy said. "Do 


you happen to know someone who might have time to show me around?" 
"Oh Tommy," Nikki hummed. "There are so many things | want to show you." 


Tommy couldn't help the breathy huff leaving his lips. Nikki's dark chuckle was like liquid heat rolling down the 


telephone lines, surprising Tommy that he didn't need to drop the receiver in haste. 


"I tell you what," Nikki continued. "I got nothin’ planned tonight. Why don't | come into the city and we can hang 


out for a bit. Meet me downstairs in the lobby, in say..an hour's time." 


"Okay..that should give dad time to fall asleep. | can sneak out then," Tommy said. 


"Tsk.such a bad boy," Nikki growled. "Bad little boys usually get a spanking. One hour, babe." 


Tommy was left with the beeping receiver in his hand and an almost instantaneous erection. He hung up the 
phone and leaned against the glass walls of the booth to catch his breath and will his throbbing dick to behave 
itself. He pushed away from the wall as the reality of a secret rendezvous finally hit him. He bolted out of the 
booth and back down the street to the hotel, hoping that the sudden exercise would put his dick back in its 


place. 


The ensuing hour was torture for Tommy as it seemed that his dad refused to fall into a deep sleep quickly 
enough for Tommy's liking. He padded softly across the carpet to the window hoping to be able to see the 


shock of dark hair from fourteen floors up but to no avail. 


He stared sightlessly at the TV but his ears were on full alert and he could pinpoint the moment his dad 
dropped into a deep sleep. Tommy checked the time and saw that he had about five minutes to spare before 
Nikki's hour was up. Tommy did the sniff test of his mouth and armpits, rushing quietly to clean his teeth 
before making sure he had his keycard and picking up his boots to put on in the hallway. 


He closed the door behind him with a small click and hurried down the hall, yanking on his boots as he went. He 
stabbed at the down button on the elevator and threw himself inside when the doors opened. The muzak was 
grating on his nerves as he bounced around in the small cabin in frustrated energy. When the coffin-like 
structure spilled its traveller out into the lobby area, it took all Tommy's restraint to not go tearing over to 
the reception desk 

"Hi.has there been anyone looking for me?" Tommy asked the pleasant-faced woman urgently. 

"Yes, Mr Bass..he just left-," she replied. 

"Fuck!" he swore and threw a thank you over his shoulder as he tore out of the front doors. He stopped and 
looked both ways trying to find Nikki. He saw a dark familiar head bobbing in between other pedestrians on the 
streets. 

"NIKKI!" Tommy yelled as he started running. 

The dark head stopped and turned, and Tommy's world righted itself when Nikki smiled at him. 

Tommy stopped within a foot of Nikki, breathing hard, "| thought | missed you!" 

"I thought you changed your mind," Nikki said at the same time as Tommy. 


As if by an invisible thread they were drawn together. Nikki reached his hand out and cupped the back of 


Tommy's head moments before their lips met. 


They stood in the middle of the sidewalk completely ignorant of the passing foot traffic, some smiling at the 


young couple, others were not so impressed. Time seemed to slow as they took their fill from each other, 


finally parting ways when the need for oxygen became too great. 


Nikki brushed his thumb across Tommy's bottom lip and a small frown appeared between his eyes. "What have 
you done to me, my Tommy?" he said softly. "I couldn't get here to see you quick enough.’ 


‘lm sorry | was late," Tommy replied with a slight clink of his teeth. He'd forgotten his jacket in his haste and 
the cold was seeping into his bones. "Had to wait till dad had gone to sleep." 


"Fuck..you're frozen," Nikki swore once he heard Tommy's teeth chattering. "Let's get you back inside." 


"I forgot my jacket," Tommy said pitifully as Nikki took his hand in his and turned back to Tommy's hotel. 
Tommy shoved the other hand into his jeans pocket, hoping to warm it up a litte. 


"You know..| was just going to find a coffee shop or a bar or something, then come back," Nikki said, squeezing 


Tommy's hand a little. "Didn't the receptionist tell you? | don't think she appreciated me loitering in the lobby." 
"l.l was too afraid I'd missed you to check," Tommy shrugged. 

Walking back into the warmth of the tastefully decorated lobby, they found a secluded spot in a corner 
furthest away from the reception desk. "Stay here," Tommy said. "Ill get us something to drink.though they 
probably won't let me have any alcohol.” 

"Coffee's good by me, babe," Nikki said, shrugging out of his jacket. 


Tommy returned to the reception desk with a wide smile, hoping that he hadn't offended the woman earlier. 


"You found your friend, Mr Bass," Kate said. Tommy made sure to read the name badge she wore before 


answering. 
"Yes! Thank you. | apologise for swearing at you before, Kate," Tommy said dutifully. "| thought I'd missed him." 
"| understand, Sir," she smiled. 


"Is there any chance of ordering some coffee from room service but having it down here?" Tommy asked. "My 


dad's asleep for an early flight but | need to talk to my..friend” 
‘Of course, Sir. ls there anything else you would like?" 


"Um.maybe some grilled cheese and some fries?" Tommy wasn't sure if Nikki had eaten tonight but some hot 
food would warm him up a little also. 


Kate made a note of the order before saying, "Shall | charge that to your room, Sir?" 


"Thanks, Kate, yeah," Tommy grinned and walked back to where Nikki had made himself comfortable on one of 
the larger overstuffed settees. 


"Got some coffee and food to keep us warm," Tommy said, flopping to the chair opposite Nikki. 


"| got something better that will keep us warm," Nikki said, eyeing Tommy on the other seat. "Why don't you 


come back over here?" he asked, patting the cushion beside him. 


Tommy grinned and shifted to Nikki's side only to be swept up into a deep and scorching kiss that left them 
both gasping for breath when they parted. 


Nikki chuckled softly at Tommy's dazed face. "You're so fucking cute, do you know that? What am | gonna do 


when you go home? Huh?!" he murmured. "You got me so fucking tied up in knots, it's not funny.” 


The couple talked, kissed and fondled under the cover of Nikki's jacket in the corner of the lobby, only for 
Tommy to have to retreat to the lobby bathroom to take care of things when it became too heated. 


When he got back, Nikki was standing and pulling on his jacket. 
"You're going?" Tommy asked in surprise. 


"Have you seen the time, babe? It's almost 3 am," Nikki said with a yawn. "You need to go upstairs and get 


some sleep before your Dad wakes and finds you missing." 
"Will | see you later?" Tommy asked, slipping his arms around Nikki's waist. 


Nikki placed a sweet kiss on Tommy's already swollen lips and nodded. "I'll be back here around lunchtime. We 


both need some sleep. Especially if we're going to be doing some strenuous activities later." 


Tommy felt the blush rise from his neck to his face. Nikki chuckled and said, "Sightseeing first, little boy. Can't 
have you going home and not being able to tell your oldies about the Big Apple, can you?" 


"| guess," Tommy sighed. 


"Believe me, babe..once | get you into bed," Nikki growled softly, "you're not going to want to go anywhere for a 
few days anyway." 


Tommy ducked his head, resting it on Nikki's shoulder for a moment. "I can't wait," he murmured against Nikki's 


neck, making the older man shudder and sink his fingers into Tommy's hips where they lay. 


"Fuck!" Nikki swore softly and pushed Tommy away gently. "Go up to bed, little boy. I'll see you down here 


around lunchtime. | promise | won't leave to look for a coffee shop this time." 


With a final kiss, Nikki turned and walked through the main entrance and out into the frigid cold of the early 
morning. Tommy waved as he passed, watching him for as long as possible before turning toward the bank of 
elevators. Kate gave him a knowing smile and bade him good morning before Tommy stepped into the car, 
letting the sliding doors close behind him. He looked at his reflection and grinned. His lips were swollen and his 
chin and top lip were red from the gentle scraping of Nikki's facial hair growth, his eyes were excited but soft 
and his grin was on the goofy side. 


When the doors opened on the fourteenth floor, Tommy walked the halls slowly, delaying the moment he would 
return to reality for as long as possible. All too suddenly, the suite door was in front of him. He toed off his 
boots and let out a tiny sigh as he opened it as quietly as possible. 


His bed called to him as Tommy stripped out of his shirt and jeans and crawled in between the sheets. His final 
conscious thought, as his dad's snoring continued in the next bed, was of Nikki and his comment about not 
wanting to get out of bed Tommy reached out to the vacant side of his bed and smiled as he drifted off to 


sleep. 


~~END CHAPTER ~~ 


Wreck Me 


Author's Notes: 
Well, here we are in the second last chapter.or is it. You know me, anything is likely to happen OG 


Some of you have asked how Nikki and, to a lesser extent, Richie, came to know the world of BDSM. This is 
Nikki's explanation of how everything went down. 


@Luke2leia this one is for you, hon, coz you know | adore your darker, kinkier Lost Boys stories. Friends, please 


check them out..you won't go wrong! 
Enough chit-chat from me..its on with the show! 
J 


OMG! | got so involved with the next chapter, | completely forgot to credit @metalnerd86 with her absolutely 
awesome help with Nikki's scene with Richie. She's taught me everything | know about the BDSM world without 


having even experienced it. For those that don't know her works, go check them out. 


Nikki knocked at the familiar door and waited. He knew he was being assessed from the other side before it 


opened. 
"Nikki? What a lovely surprise," the older woman said with a warm smile. 
Nikki cleared his throat slightly and said deferentially, "Please, Mistress.may | have a word?" 


The small, unremarkable lady seemed to transform before his eyes as her back straightened and her face 
hardened, hinting at aloofness rather than friendliness. "Yes, of course, my pet. Please..," Mistress J stood back 


and allowed Nikki entrance to the house he had called home for several months before moving into his own 


ratty apartment. 


"Thank you, Mistress.” Nikki dropped a chaste kiss to her cheek as he walked past and into the living room. He 
lowered himself to his knees beside her large wing-back chair and lowered his head, waiting for his Mistress to 


arrive in her own time. 


Nikki had been stewing on this issue for a couple of days now, ever since Richie had told him that Al would like 
Richie to move up through the ranks of his employees and take on some of the softer kink jobs. 


"l dont know if Im up for this, Nk," Richie had said as they lay entwined under a tree in a local park 
"Why's that, babe?" Nikki asked 


Richie sighed, silent for a moment. "Scared, | guess. | mean..one of the other kids came back last week after a 
session with a john. He was beaten black and blue, bleeding." 


"Hmm," Nkki acknowledged. "Is the kid okay? Was it supposed to go that way, do you know?" 


‘No idea, to be honest," Richie said '! was out at work when it happened Though I did see him wandering the halls 
when | got back for the night. He was a mess. ! tried to talk to him but he just kept walking. He left the rooms the 


next day. No one knows where he's gone either." 


His benefactor swept into the room shortly after, petting Nikki on the head, humming her appreciation of his 
ready submission and settled herself into her chair. She hooked her finger under Nikki's chin and tilted his head 
so that she could see his face. "My pet..so good to see you. And so unexpectedly. To what do | owe this 


pleasure?" 
‘Mistress. have a favour to ask of you," Nikki said. 
"Oh?" she exclaimed lightly. "What kind of favour, pet?" 


"| respectfully ask if | may use your playroom," Nikki paused to think of suitable wording, "to explain the joys 
of what you do, what we do, here to one of my sexual partners." 


"Do go on" 
"Richie, my friend, is one of Al's rent boys and he's been asked if he'd like to move up the line," Nikki explained. 
"He's seen the aftermath of a scene gone wrong with one of the others so he’s..nervous, scared, unsure..of 


ending up in the same situation. But it would mean more money for him. He wants to get a place of his own, 


you see.” 


"What happened?" Nikki asked as he softly stroked Richie's hair as he lay with his head on his chest. 

‘Jaxson collapsed in the hallway just inside the door. Eli found him. Hs clothes were all torn and he had rope burns, 
bruises and welts all over him. Hs face was bloodied and bruised, too. They'd fucked him raw, left him torn and 
bleeding" 


Nikki felt the anger and tension course through his young lover. "Fuck!" he swore softly. 


"The watch outside notified Al and, according to rumours. they took ‘care’ of the client. Turns out there was more 
than one involved even though that wasn't specified when Jaxson was booked If Al knows there are multiple clients 


he always sends one of the older, more experienced kids." 


"Hmm," Mistress J hummed, frowning in displeasure about the boy's injuries that Nikki had described. "It's 
people like that, that give the kink world a bad name," she said. "What do you have in mind, my pet?" 


"|| was hoping to lead him through a soft ropes session, here," Nikki explained. "| would like to be the one to 
show Richie the pleasure a good session can give. But since I've only dommed experienced subs, I'd be more 
comfortable to know that you and Adrian are close by.in case something goes wrong with Richie's drop into or 


reentry out of subspace." 


Mistress J smiled and caressed Nikki's cheek. "You care about him, don't you? Otherwise, you would just 


recommend that one of us take him through, wouldn't you?" she asked. 


"Yes, Mistress. I've become quite fond of him," Nikki replied. "He's only young, not long out on the streets but 
he obviously has what it takes otherwise Al wouldn't be considering bumping him up so soon Also..it would 


serve my own purpose if he was somewhat experienced in some aspects of the BDSM world." He couldn't help 


the smirk that settled on his mouth. 


Richie fumbled with Nkkis pants as they were holed up in a cubicle at Trax. Richie was sitting on the closed lid of 
the only toilet kept reasonable clean for use in this manner; illicit rendezvous. Nikki was braced on one of the walls 


as Richie let Nkkis jeans drop to his knees 


Richie took the head between his lips, swirling his tongue around the glans making Nkkis knees shake with need His 
hands roamed over Nikkis body as he took more of Nkkis length into the warm cavern of his mouth, 


Nikki yelped in pain when Richie gripped his ass hard as he went to swallow him whole. Richie pulled off with a 
sloppy pop, saliva coating his face. "Fuck! Did | hurt you?" Richie asked, forcing Nikki to turn around. Nikki groaned, 
knowing what Richie was going fo see on his ass. 

A whole lot of bruising and welts trom his last session with his Mistress. 


"Jesus, Nikki.what the fuck, man?" Richie exclaimed 


‘Don't worry about if, Street Rat..we got better things to do," Nikki said, threading his fingers through Richie's hair 


hoping to draw him away trom the mess his ass was in and back fo his impatient, angry cock 


‘Let me fake care of this big guy," Richie said after a moment of looking up at him in contemplation "Then youre 
Telling me what happened." 


Nikki nodded once then involuntarily groaned out loud as Richie took his whole length back into his back and 
proceeded to blow his mind by blowing his dick in amongst the comings and goings of the men's room with its 
disgusting smells and noises. It was fast, and it was primitive, but it got the job done. It wasnt long after that they 
spilled out of the cubicle to a mix of jeers, wolf-whistles and open invitations from strangers. 


Nikki's head was suddenly whipped to one side when Mistress J's palm connected with his cheek. He groaned 


softly, blinking in surprise and tested the inside of his cheek where his teeth had opened up the soft flesh. 


"You dare to smirk at your Mistress, pet?!" Mistress J exclaimed. "I should take you over my knee and paddle 


your ass so that you can't sit for a week." 


Nikki bent and kissed the toes of his Mistress‘ shoes before placing his head on the floor near her feet. "My 
apologies, Mistress," he said contritely. "I let my own desire overrule my discipline. | submit myself to your 


punishment as you see fit.” 


"Indeed you should, impertinent pet," she replied Then, with a small sigh, Mistress J continued, "I will forgo 
your punishment today as we have other concerns..but don't think | will forget about it. You will serve your 


punishment out at a later date. Now..sit up, pet." 
"Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress," Nikki replied returning to his deferential kneeling position. 


"As for your request,” the older woman continued, "explain your plan to me in full before | consider granting 


your request.” 


"1! dont understand," Richie said later that night as Nikki walked Richie home to the hostel "How can someone 
beating you black and blue, drawing blood for Christ's sake, be pleasurable?" 


Nikki pulled Richie over fo the gutter and sat down, albeit very gingerly. He drew his cigarette pack out from his 
Jacket and lit two, giving the other to Richie as he thought about how to word his answer. 


‘ts kinda hard to put into words but its like..." Nkki said before inhaling on the cigarette again, "Okay..you know that 
moment just before youre about to cum and the world just drops back into nothingness, and that feeling deep in 


your gut as all your jizz comes shooting out?" 


"Yeah..but fucking someone or getting your dick sucked is a whole different ball game than getting the shit beaten 
out of you." 


"Well, its not really getting the shit beat out of you. The blows are deliberate in their intent. Its all about the 


mental stimulation as well as the physical" 
They sat in silence, both lost in their own thoughts about the subject. 


"You know..," Mikki said as an idea formulated in his head, 'I could show you. F you're willing, of course. Just you, just 
me..in a safe, controlled environment. Just a very light session to take the mystery away for you." 


‘ dunno, Nk. | mean, you know how strict Al is about having the perfect product out there on the street," Richie 
said, sending his inhaled smoke swirling to the sky. "Why do you think we have so many damn physicals and tests? 
Not to mention the no hard drugs rule. There are no three strikes; you're just out on your ass and blackballed 


from working the area for life." 
"Which is why it will only be some soft ropes and my hands," Nikki said, visualising Richie bound by his Mistress’ red 


velvet ropes as he lay across Nkk's lap, his ass deliciously pink from the spanking he'd just delivered. "Perhaps just a 
small flogger. No whips, no paddles.my word as a Dom." 


‘Can | think about it?" Richie asked, picking at his thumb nervously. 


‘Of course! | would need to get permission to use the room anyway," Nikki replied "Take as long as you want, babe." 


"You put up a good argument, my pet," Mistress J said, sifting her fingers through Nikki's hair. "I will allow 
this. Organise it with your lover and we'll work around it. This will be good practice for you, also, my pet.” 


Nikki looked up and smiled, "Thank you, Mistress." 
The woman rose from her chair and said, "We'll be in touch, no doubt. Goodbye, Nikki." 


Nikki waited until his Mistress had left the room, her use of his name indicating that she had concluded her 
end of their business and Nikki was free to leave before he rose from the floor. He let himself out of the 
house, stepping out onto the street and looked back. 


Like his Mistress, the house appeared at face value, bland and uninspiring but once the layers were peeled back 
to reveal its secrets, it bloomed into the most beautiful of flowers; rich in colour and erotically intriguing with 


its allure. 


Now that his plan had been put into place after Richie's hesitant agreement, he needed to talk to the man 


himself and organise a day. 


~ Ke 


Richie tugged on his hand as they walked down the street on the very fringe of town. 
"Nik, | dunno about this," Richie said, slowing to a stop. 
Nikki stopped beside him, slipping his arms around Richie's waist so they were face to face. 


"IFs just going to you and me, babe, just remember that. You have your safe words, too. If you say yellow 
then we'll pause, but if you say red then absolutely everything stops dead," Nikki explained. "You, as the 


submissive, have complete control over whoever is dominating you. You call the shots." 
Richie sighed, dropping his head to Nikki's shoulder. 


"What are you afraid of, Rich?" Nikki said softly. In the week between Mistress J granting permission to Nikki 
to conduct this initiation and when Richie could get a day off, Nikki had explained everything to him in fine 
detail. 


"The unknown, | guess," Richie finally said, straightening back up. "What if | freak out? What if | puss out over 
the pain" He stopped for a moment, letting Nikki rub a soothing hand up and down his back. "What if | enjoy it?" 


Nikki chuckled, letting a dirty smirk slid across his mouth, "Then I've done my job as your first Dom," he 
replied. Nikki pushed Richie a step back and held his hand out to him and said, "Do you trust me, Street Rat?" 


Richie swallowed heavily and, with a nervous grin, took Nikki's hand. "I'm grateful it's you, Nikki. And yes, | trust 
you..God only knows why, but | do." 


"Coz we're not that different, babe," Nikki said, linking his fingers with Richie's and started walking slowly again 
"We're both out on our own, trying to find our way without any family. We gotta look out for each other. 
You're too good to be living in that place so, if that means you taking on some of these kink clients to get you 
outta there, then that's what you're gonna do. If you decide to, that is. Now..c'mon, it's just around the next 


corner.” 


Within minutes, Nikki was leading him up the path of a fairly ordinary-looking house after tapping, without 
stopping, on the bonnet of a dark car that was parked close by, indicating to the watchmen that knew him, 
that he was entering. A smallish, two-storey dwelling on the corner that was sorely in need of a new paint job. 
Nikki knew for a fact though, that his Mistress kept the house like that for a purpose, preferring to decorate 
the inside of the house with the finest of furnishings and equipment. 


He opened the door with his own key and shepherded Richie through the door, closing and locking it behind 
them. 


"Welcome, baby," Nikki said, watching as Richie looked around. He knew what Richie was thinking; it was probably 


the same thing that most visitors did on their first visit. Whats so special?! 

The downstairs area consisted of the basic living areas; living room, dining room, kitchen and powder room. 
Tastefully decorated with the odd hidden gems of objet d'art of the kinkier variety. Statuettes of nudes in 
various erotic poses, artwork and glass sculptures, that when looked at closely, were phallic in shape and use. 
"Usual stuff down here," Nikki said, leaning up against the door jamb, "Do you want anything to drink, Rich?" 


Richie shook his head, still looking around, wandering from object to object. "Nah.l'm good." 


Richie picked up a pale blue sculpted penis, the carvings around the shaft were intricate, and there was a 


naked woman toward the balls. 


"Push the woman up the shaft," Nikki said from where he was standing and waited for Richie to figure it out. 
As the blade shot out from the tip of the penis, Richie whirled around to face Nikki in surprise. 


"Its a knife!" 


"Yeah. Actually its a replica of something that Catherine The Great owned, which is now sitting in a museum 
somewhere," Nikki explained as his lover returned it to the small stand it rested on. 


"C'mon then," Nikki said. He held out his hand to the younger man and led the way up the stairs. When they 
reached the landing, Nikki said, indicating to his immediate left, "Thats the master bedroom. That's off-limits 


unless you're specifically requested to attend the Mistress." 


He walked to the next door and twisted the knob. It opened into a small vestibule with two doors. "These are 
the cells. Mistress allowed me to stay here for a short while until | got back on my feet." 


Each door had a small hatch set in at head height for viewing purposes and external padlocks and hasps. On 
one wall was a large first aid kit and a shelf with dark, grey towels rolled and stacked into a pyramid. 


The floors were dark polished wood, and when Nikki opened one of the doors, the walls were bare of any 


adornment but the wall colour was a rich, smoky red. 


In the corner was a small bed with a deep, soft mattress. The bed was made with luxurious comforters and 


soft, downy pillows and dark grey linens. 
"You lived here? | thought my room was small," Richie exclaimed. 


| did have the run of the rest of the house whenever | wanted. | just slept here." Nikki walked into the room 
and stood remembering that traumatic first night. 


"Mistress took me in after Adrian found me injured on the streets. They both cared for me and tended my 


wounds. After | healed | was allowed to stay until | could afford my apartment." Nikki shrugged off the 


melancholy and pushed Richie out of the cell, closing the door on some painful memories. 
"What's the first aid box for?" Richie asked, pointing to the overly large box. 


"You saw my ass that night," Nikki said "Part of a submissive's aftercare is wound treatment. Some wounds 
are worse than others, depending on what kink you're into. Each sub is given the best of care though, and 
treated with the utmost respect." 


'So.what do | call you in here?" Richie asked hesitantly. "Nikki?" 
"That'll get your mouth slapped," Nikki chuckled. "In here..you'll call me Master and you are my pet." 


Nikki waited until Richie followed him from the cells’ main door and closed it with a small snick before moving 


to the next door. 


"This is the wet room which is basically a bathroom but, as the name implies, the whole room is 
waterproof..for those that like waterplay or scat play. Not my cup of tea.but it is what it is," he said with a 
small shrug. "Needless to say, everything here and in the playroom is thoroughly cleaned after each client. 
That was one of my chores while | was living here. Some of the shit I've seen.literally and figuratively..man, 


the stuff of nightmares right there in this room." 
"| aint even gonna ask," Richie grimaced in distaste. 


"To the contrary, ask anything you want. Better to have a firm answer rather than making assumptions, 
wouldn't you agree? Speaking of which, you need to use the facilities now," Nikki said, starting his own transition 
into his dominant headspace. "You won't have an opportunity once we get started. Off you go, pet.” 


Richie bowed his head and whispered, "Yes, Master," whimpering when Nikki smacked his ass for moving too 


slow for his liking. Nikki grinned to himself as he waited in the hallway for Richie to finish. 


After Richie had reappeared, Nikki led the way to the final room and reached for the knob saying, "This is 
where the magic happens." He pushed open the door and stepped inside, letting the atmosphere wash over him, 


settling his own nerves. 
ng 


Richie's eyes scanned the room, taking in every inch..every piece of leather padded furniture fully equipped for 
cuffing, tying down and trapping someone to the mercy of another. 


The room had a similar decor to the cells next door with the rich, dark colours, however, it was a larger room 
with multiple pieces of equipment, mirrors, racks of whips, floggers, paddles and toys in multiple colours, 


shapes and sizes. 


"Sweet Jesus," Richie breathed. 


"That just about sums up my first reaction, too," Nikki said, softly. He walked further into the room and walked 
around, trailing his fingers over a large cross and whipping bench as he went. "Close the door, pet, and strip. 


There is a locker beside you, to put your clothes into. Folded Five minutes. Get back here and on your knees." 


"Yes, Master.." Richie hurried to strip himself nude, remembering to fold his clothes before putting them into 
the locker. 


Nikki chuckled and strode purposefully back to the door leaving Richie to prepare. He closed the door behind 
him and went back to the bathroom for his own ablutions and to settle into his dominant mindset: 


Five minutes later. Exactly five minutes. He reentered and shut the door with a snap. 


Richie was kneeling, his breathing perhaps heavier from the anxiety of the unknown. Something so new. His dark 


hair hung in a curtain around his face as he stared at the floor. 


"Very good, my pet," Nikki praised, walking very deliberately to Richie, his boots making heavy footfalls as he 
stepped around him. He slipped the buttons on his shirt through their tiny holes to leave his torso exposed for 
the moment. Nikki stood in front of Richie, his stance wide and said, "You learn quickly. Do you remember your 


safe words, pet?" 
"Yellow or red," Richie answered, eyeing Nikki's body as he slipped the shirt from his shoulders. 


"Okay..traffic lights it is then," he replied, walking back to the door to his own locker to rid himself of the shirt. 
"Remember to use them at any stage that you do not feel comfortable. Is that understood, my pet?" He 
unbuckled his belt, popping the buttons on his jeans and slid them down his legs, his socks being the last to be 
removed, before turning back to Richie. 


"Yes, Master," Richie whispered, licking his lips as Nikki undressed. 


"As we discussed, this will just be a light session just so that you can get a taste of what you might be asked 
of by Al's clients in the future," he said. 


"As you wish, Master," Richie murmured, lost in.Nikki? The situation? Something was driving him to want to 
please Nikki. It partially scared him but the other part was..curious. 


"Even though you will be bound," Nikki explained as he strode to the rack of ropes, neatly curled and stored. He 
chose the softest one, including his favourite flogger, a bottle of lube and some condoms, "your pleasure is my 
utmost concern. This is all for you, my pet" He went back to where Richie knelt and slipped his forefinger 
under Richie's chin, forcing his head back and his dark eyes to meet his own. 


"I plan to take you to the highest of highs that no drug can ever replicate, my pet," he said, his tone so soft 
and velvety it seemed to drip from his lips. He started to unwind the rope as he contemplated the best way to 


restrain Richie. "Follow me. Do not stand. Crawl on your hands and knees." 


Nikki sauntered over to the large restraint bed he himself loved and pointed at it. "Up." Richie obeyed and 
crawled onto the soft silken bedding. "forearms to the bed" Richie lowered himself to rest his upper torso, 
allowing Nikki to move and position his body. 


Inch by inch, Nikki worked the rope between Richie's knees and elbows into a basic hogtie. All Richie would be 
able to do would be to roll to the side. But Nikki was able to see what his own Domme had seen. Possibilities. 


He ran his hand down the curve of Richie's ass, giving him a firm smack and small moan emitted from Richie. 


"How's it feel to be at my mercy, pet?" 
"Humbling, Master," Richie breathed, his breath coming out shaking with nerves and anticipation 


Nikki allowed his fingers to trace along the delicate line of Richie's crack, down to his balls and up his back, 
following the natural curve of his spine. He reached into the table drawer next to the bed and pulled out a 


black scarf, sliding it over Richie's eyes and tying it into a pretty bow. 


"Mmm, what a pretty little present," Nikki growled, smacking Richie's ass once..twice..three times, each firmer 


than the last and followed by wet kisses. "Don't worry, pet, I'll go easy on you. For now...” 


Richie groaned slightly, as the warmth of his ass moved through his body as Nikki's hands roamed over him 
freely. "Mmm..thank you, Master." 


Richie was extremely aware of what was happening around him by sound only. He couldn't see the look in 
Nikki's eyes, the appreciation and the affection, regardless of how much he tried to hide it. He also didn't see 
the flogger being retrieved from close by. 


Heavy leather tails danced over Richie's flesh and he jumped slightly. Each strand was cool and teasing him in 
ways that made him want more. Up over his back and raising goosebumps, down to his ass crack and light 
taps against his balls. 


Richie wiggled his ass for more. The sensation ceased then... JHWACK! Richie lost his breath.. THWACK! He gasped 
for air.. THWACK! His back arched at the impact. 


"You okay, pet?" God, he's delicious. So open and responsive, Nikki thought to himself. Dominating an experienced 
sub was exceptional but having such a new subject was sheer magic. 


"Yes, Master..Can | have more?" 
"Good boy," Nikki groaned, raising he flogger and following his Mistress’ movements, slowly crisscrossed along 


Richie's ass and upper thighs. Richie's skin blushed to a sweet pink and his moans were growing louder. 
"Harder?" 


"A little..please.." 


Nikki smirked and upped his ferocity, each snap and thud of the flogger leaving delicious marks on Richie. 
Eventually, he had to stop to catch his own breath and he bent down to trace his tongue over each raised 
mark. "You're doing so good, my sweet little pet. Traffic light colour?" 


Richie's chest bellowed with his heavy breathing from the pain that was starting to course through him. He 
struggled against his bonds, shifting uncomfortably, both mentally and on the bed. "Y-yellow," he gasped as 
tears threatened to spill 

Nikki tossed the flogger to the side. "Want me to untie you?" 

"N-no.j-just.can you..erm.fuck me tied up? And maybe..um..” 

"Aftercare?" 

"Yes, Master." 


"You got it, my pet," Nikki whispered and kissed Richie's cheek. 


"Thank you..Master," he said as the constriction in his chest started to ease knowing that Nikki honoured his 


word. 


Cool, thick lube dropped onto Richie's tight pink hole, Nikki spreading it and massaging him slowly. He worked one 
slick finger in, around the rim. Then two. His free hand stroked and lubed up his cock after sheathing himself in 
latex, teasing Richie with his blunt head. 


"Breathe in deep, pet. This ass is mine tonight," Nikki growled, piercing his pink hole and smirked as Richie's 
fingers grappled at the bedsheets. 


"Ngh!" Richie grunted as Nikki worked to seat himself fully. His whole concentration was centred on the 
intrusion that felt so good. "P-please.more, Master." He couldn't help but push back, seeking more by touch 
rather than sight. 


"Fuck..that ass is tight," Nikki moaned, gripping Richie's hips and buried himself to the hilt. He took a moment to 
revel in the warm body constricting and releasing around his cock "You a good little pet? If you are, I'll make 


sure you're rewarded with an ass full of steaming hot cum." 


"Th-..oh god..thank you, Master," he said. The warmth of the slight welts on his flesh, the darkness of his 
sightless eyes and the rhythmic pounding of Nikki into his body was pulling him into a mindless state. 


Nikki slowly pulled out and thrust back in deep, listening to Richie's sweet moaning and panting. Their hips rocked 


together in unison, an ocean of pleasure and pain. In and out..shallow then deep. One hand roamed up the middle 


of Richie's back, squeezing his shoulder. 


Their balls slapped together with Nikki's pace, filling the room with delicious sounds of damp skin on skin 
How..primal and animalistic. To forego the inhibitions of humanity and allow natural habits to take hold. 


Nikki felt himself sliding into sublime ecstasy and sped up his ministrations. He reached forward and held tight 
to Richie's hair, pulling it back slightly. "Ugh..fuck.sing for me, pet. Let yourself go. Fall with..with me... 


Richie was reduced to a being made up of pure noise; no thoughts, no body, no will of his own, just the 
involuntary groans and sighs of a body under the throes of absolute pleasure as his release crashed through 
him like a tsunami tidal wave..consuming him, obliterating him beyond recognition as he convulsed and emptied 


himself at his Master's command. 


His ears heard a keening cry, but his brain didn't recognise it as his own voice, as rope after rope of his seed 
spilled to the dark sheets below. Nikki's body shuddered against him, his groans deep and drawn out as he filled 
the thin protective layer between them. 


Fingers, Nikki's fingers, were at his legs and arms. The rope fell away and Richie collapsed onto the bed, panting. 
"Just relax, gorgeous. You were amazing. l'm so proud of you," Nikki cooed in Richie's ear, removing his blindfold. 


"We're in no rush." 

He showered the man in kisses and checked over his body for any wounds. Thankfully there were only a few 
welts and rope marks..not too deep. His Mistress would be proud. Richie was still shaking a little so Nikki lay 
down and allowed him to curl up into his side, stroking his hair and back. 

After an unmetered amount of time, the soft words and nonsensical phrases of praise and affection finally 
started to make sense to Richie. He let out a shuddery sigh and tightened his arms around Nikki's torso a little, 
finally shaking off the perceived shackles that muted his awareness of everything around him. He groaned a 
little as that awareness also included the throb of his back and ass as the blood coursed through his battered 
skin and well-used hole. 

"Hey..you're back," Nikki murmured, kissing the top of Richie's head. 

"Back?" Richie frowned, turning his face up to Nikki's. 


"Hmm..you dropped so beautifully into your subspace," Nikki smiled down at him. "Not bad for your first time. 
How do you feel?" 


"Tired. Thirsty," Richie said, slowly feeling his limbs reconnect to his brain. "Sore. Satisfied." 


| can help with some of that if you're okay by yourself for a moment," Nikki offered. "I'll just be outside." 


‘lm okay..still trying to remember some of it." 


"It'll take a few moments for the memories to come back," he replied, kissing Richie before slipping from the 
bed and pulling his jeans on. "Two minutes, babe." 


Nikki closed the door behind him and slipped into the bathroom for a washcloth and on his return, Mistress J 


was standing there waiting for him. 
"It went well, | trust?" 
"Yes, Mistress. He is safe.a little marked but he came out of his subspace well," Nikki replied, respectfully. 


"Very good. | knew you would do well. | expect a full debrief before you leave. Adrian will be in the kitchen for 
your friend while you do so," she instructed, waiting only for Nikki's acknowledgement before retreating into 


the master suite. 


Before Nikki went back into the main playroom, he grabbed two bottles of water and some salves for Richie's 


back. He was feeling pleased with himself that his Mistress had faith in his abilities. 


"Hey..." Nikki said softly in case Richie was sleeping, letting the playroom door close behind him. Seeing Richie 
turn to his voice, he smiled and asked, "How are you feeling? Not too sore? | want to rub some of these over 


your back anyway." 
"'m..so tired," Richie chuckled lightly. "But okay otherwise.” 


"You will be tired, my little Street Rat," Nikki replied, sliding back onto the bed. "| brought you some water. Can 


you sit up to drink or would you like a straw?" He cracked the lid open as he spoke. 


Richie grabbed for the bottle and shifted to his side, draining almost the whole thing before handing it back. 
Nikki was sipping his water as he watched Richie carefully, assessing for any signs of discomfort or distress. 
Both had the advantage of youth on their sides, which would make for a speedy recovery, judging by his own 


experience. 


"Roll back over and I'll put the salves on. They'll help to take away any of the sting that's still there and 
reduce any bruising.’ He waited until Richie got comfortable, dragging a pillow under his head before Nikki 
straddled Richie's thighs. 


He gave himself a moment of pride at the job he'd done. A full and even coverage of pink to red lines and a 


smattering of larger welts. The perfect mix for a novice sub. 


"God you're stunning, Rich," Nikki murmured before mentally shaking himself, remembering that he still had a 
job to do. He warmed the cream in his hand first before smoothing it over Richie's back, working his way down 


from his shoulders to his ass, replenishing the salve as needed before applying a different one to the more 


severe welts. He must have done a good job, he thought, as Richie was snoring softly beneath him when he 


finished. 

Nikki shifted away, intent on letting him sleep for a bit longer and started to tidy the jars and bottles. 
"You stopped." 

Nikki looked over his shoulder and smiled. "You fell asleep. | was going to let you doze for a while longer." 


Richie stretched hard, testing his muscles before he sat up, cross-legged on the bed. "Was that a magic potion 
you used? | hardly feel a thing.” 


Nikki crawled back onto the bed toward his lover, smiling like the Cheshire Cat, "Oh, you will still feel it, my 
pet," he said, dropping a kiss to Richie's mouth, unable to hold back anymore, "but it won't be as bad" 


"Hmm," Richie hummed after Nikki released his lips. 


"When you're ready, | have to debrief with my Mistress," Nikki said regretfully, "so you'll need to dress and 
head down to the kitchen. There will be a friendly face down there to keep you company.’ 


"Oh, okay," Richie nodded. "Hey, Nikki?" 
"Yeah, baby." 


"Thanks..for taking care of me. Here," he looked around the room, "and out there. It's nice to know that you've 


got my back, ya know?!" 


| care about you, my little Street Rat," Nikki smiled softly, cupping Richie's face and brushed his thumb 
across his succulent bottom lip, "and | don't mean that lightly, either. | don't say that to just anyone..remember 


that: 
~ er 


Richie sat at the kitchen table wriggling a little uncomfortably where his still tingling ass rested on the hard 
chair. On the other side of the kitchen, one of Al's enforcers was brewing what appeared to be tea. 


When Nikki had led him from the playroom to be introduced to his Mistress before their debrief, Richie had 
been shocked to see the somewhat familiar man. Thinking that Al must have discovered what was happening 
and sent him to drag Richie back to his flophouse, it had come as something of a surprise when Adrian had 
been introduced as Mistress J's slave. 


During a brief but necessary conversation, Mistress J had taken the time to confirm that Richie was 


comfortable and coping well, before leading Nikki away and leaving Richie in the care of her slave. Bringing two 


steaming cups to the table Adrian placed one in front of Richie and sat down opposite him. 
"Drink," he instructed quietly, indicating the cup. 
"Why?" Richie asked. 


"Your body has just been put through a stressful experience, equivalent to hard exercise," Adrian explained. 


"You need rehydrating and something to get your blood sugar back to a normal level." 
"What is this?" 


"Sweet tea," Adrian replied. "Is what | like while | get my balance back and it's a good place to start. Every 
sub is different though. Nikki prefers chilled sugary soda. Its simply a matter of personal choice.” 


Richie sipped the hot tea slowly, enjoying the feel of its heat spreading through his still surprisingly tired body. 
"Where's Nikki gone?" he asked. 


"Nikki is a Dom-in-training. Mistress J will be debriefing him, discussing what he did or didn't do and how he 


can improve next time." 

‘Oh..okay," Richie mumbled. 

"So how was your first time?" Adrian asked. 

"Hmmm..Ahhh..Fuck! | dunno. It's kinda hard to explain" Richie shrugged, unable to find the words. 

"Yeah, | remember that feeling. My first time with Mistress J was so unlike anything I'd ever experienced." 
Adrian's voice trailed off into memories. Shaking himself slightly, he grinned at Richie "Oh, by the way, I'd be 
very careful using that type of language within the Mistress’ hearing. She doesn't allow any form of disrespect 
within the walls of this house, as my ass well knows." Adrian broke into laughter and mimed rubbing bruises as 
he studied Richie's face. 

"You did this somewhere else?" Richie asked. 

"Yeah," Adrian's smile fell. "I didn't trust my gut feeling and it didn't end well." 

"What happened?" 


"You saw Jaxson when he came in?" Adrian asked 


"Yeah," Richie answered, surprised at the apparent change of subject. "But not until | got in from work the next 


morning. He was.." Richie shivered as he recalled the injuries he'd seen before his fellow streetwalker 


disappeared later that day. He hadn't told anyone that he had been having intermittent nightmares ever since 
and that was one of the reasons he felt compelled to do this: to dispel the unknown. 


"Let's put it this way..Jaxson got off lightly compared to what happened to me." 


"How? When?" Richie asked without thinking, before looking down and mumbling "I'm sorry, you probably don't 
want to talk about it" 


"Actually Richie that's exactly what | want to do," Adrian replied quietly. "But before | do that | want to ask 
you something. Why are you here, doing this?" 


"Nikki offered to show me." Richie sipped the hot tea in front of him. 

"And why did he do that?" Adrian prompted. "Did he ask you or did you ask him?" 

"| accepted his offer..because Al asked me if | would take on kink jobs. It would mean more money and | could 
get outta his flophouse that much sooner. But, after seeing Jaxson.well that was enough to give me a few 


nightmares. So | was too scared to say yes and Nikki offered to show me the ropes.” 


"Yeah.| bet he did,” Adrian laughed. "Not that there was anything in it for him either, of course." Richie looked 


up and saw Adrian's dirty smirk and found himself grinning in response. 

"Okay yeah, | think he enjoyed it too." 

I'm sure he did," Adrian replied. "For someone so young he's turning into one hell of a Dom. 
"Well, It certainly wasn't anything like | thought it would be," Richie replied, almost to himself. 
"What are you going to say to Al?" Adrian asked 

"| guess..yes," Richie said hesitantly. 


"Don't!" The enforcer spoke softly, but with such intensity that Richie couldn't help meeting his intent gaze. 
"Don't do it!" 


"What? Why?." 
"That bad experience | mentioned," Adrian continued. "It happened when | was working the streets for Al." 
"You were a." Richie trailed off. 


"Yep, a streetwalker, just like you," Adrian nodded. "Al sent me to meet a john for a kink session. I'd done 


several of them before with no problems. It was supposed to be one guy..but there was another man there 


with him. | made a huge mistake and didn't trust my gut feeling that this wasn't right. Turned out the other 
guy was a right sadistic bastard. Suffice to say by the time they dumped me back on the streets..well.Jaxson 
really did get off lightly.” 


"Fuck! What happened then?" 


"One of the other kids found me and dragged me back to the house. | was damned lucky, if | hadn't been found 
| could have easily bled out on that street. The house guardian at the time was an ex-military medic. He 
patched me up and stitched my wounds, but of course, | was damaged goods and Al only wants perfection on 
his streets." 


"Damaged?" Richie asked. 


Adrian stood up, lifted his shirt and showed Richie his back. Scars covered pretty much all of the exposed skin, 
faded over the years, but still clearly visible. 


"Not one, not one of those marks was made by my Mistress," Adrian stated firmly. "Every single scar came 


from that one night." He pulled his shirt down and walked round to stand behind Richie. 


"Would you let me check your back? Nikki is already a very good Dom, but he ;s still learning. My Mistress 


would be happier if we knew you had suffered no permanent after-effects. 
Shrugging Richie stood and turned his back allowing Adrian to gently lift his shirt and view Nikki's handiwork. 


‘Oh nice," Adrian said admiringly, as he ran one finger gently along a rapidly healing welt, causing Richie to 
shiver under his touch. "He judged that perfectly. Good amount of sting, but by tomorrow there'll be almost no 


trace." 


Adrian let Richie's shirt fall and made his way back to his seat. Settling his clothing more comfortably over his 
tender skin, Richie also sat down and took a moment to gather his thoughts before continuing the conversation 


"So what happened to you after you were patched up? Did Al just throw you out onto the streets?" Richie 
asked. He was still getting to know his pimp and gathering as much information from multiple sources seemed 


to be the way to do it, since the man himself still intimidated Richie. 

"Al arranged to have me removed from the flophouse. He found me a place to stay with one of his enforcers. 
Once | had healed up, | trained in several martial arts and joined the ranks of the enforcers. I've been there 
ever since." 


"What about the john?" 


"Al does not tolerate damage to what he considers his. The client who hired me..well let's just say he never 


had the opportunity to hire another kid” 


"And the other guy?" Richie prompted. 

"Now that's a different story. No one ever knew who he was, though we have suspicions. It's almost certainly 
someone who has training as a Dom. He was far too skilled with a whip to be a novice. Its possible that he has 
been barred from the sex clubs for going too far. Unable to play there, he finds some willing companion to 
help hire a kid, then when he crosses the line into assault, he vanishes and leaves his accomplice to take the 
fall." 

"Was that what happened to Jaxson?" 

Yeah, we think so," Adrian growled. "It could even be the same guy..it certainly fits his pattern" 

"So where is Jaxson now?" Richie asked "He disappeared the next morning while we were all asleep." 

"Don't tell anyone else this.it'd ruin Al's reputation for being a tough bastard," Adrain smiled wryly, "and he 
wouldn't be too pleased with me either. Jaxson is staying with a sister of one of the enforcers. He's a bit too 
young to train for enforcement, so he's been working in one of Al's warehouses. He'll be safe enough there 
surrounded by Al's guys." 

"What about you? How can you still do.this?" Richie waved his hand to encompass the house in general. 

"Oh Richie, how do | explain that?" Adrian thought for a moment before continuing, "| love this lifestyle. guess 
l'm addicted. When I'm at work | have to be mentally strong and in control at all times. Here, | can allow myself 
to let go. | know that my Mistress will take care of me and | can't wait to sink into subspace and forget the 
outside world for a while." 


"Okay, | guess | understand that," Richie nodded. "It was certainly.different and.| think | want to try again 


"Listen to me Richie," Adrian spoke intensely. “If you want to go further with this then you need to play safe. 
Nikki can lead you, or my Mistress would help." 


"What about you?" Richie asked 


"Ah..No, not gonna happen Richie. I'm a very happy sub, but | have no need or want to dominate. I'm not a 


switch like Nikki." 
"Switch?" 
"Someone who enjoys both ends of the whip, so to speak." 


"What about Mistress J, is she a switch?" Richie asked. 


"Oh no.she is a Domme through and through," Adrian smiled thoughtfully. "| doubt she's submitted to anyone 


since she first trained" 
"Trained?" 


"Yeah. All the best Masters and Mistresses start out as submissives and learn dominance from the bottom 


up. Most have a rule that they will not use any implement on a sub that they haven't experienced themselves. 
"It all sounds very..controllea," Richie commented 


"Within the BDSM community, it is. The danger signs are well known and any dominant who goes too far and 
ignores safewords, or a submissive who doesn't know when to use those safewords will be quickly dealt with," 
Adrian agreed. "But it's not always like that and the guy who nearly killed me certainly isn't the only one out 
there." Adrian reached out and took Richie's hand. "You listen to me Richie and you listen well. Do not agree to 


kink sessions with any john" 
"The money is good though.. could get outta that place so much sooner," Richie mused 


"No Richie. Is not worth it. Say no to Al. Do not agree to go with any john who wants kink, especially 
restraints, gags or blindfolds. Make it a hard limit. A few extra months in the flophouse is better than risking 
your body or possibly your life." Adrian released Richie's hand and sat back in his seat. 


"But. 


"Be patient Richie. Stay clean, stay safe and you will get out of Al's flophouse," Adrian reassured the younger 
man. “You're a hard worker, and that'll pay off. When you are ready I'll help you find a place, the same as | did 


for Nikki. You take unnecessary risks for quick money and you may not make it out alive." 


Richie sat quietly for a couple of minutes drinking his tea and contemplating what Adrian had told him. When he 
finished he looked up to see Adrian quietly watching him obviously aware of his rather confused state. 


"So what happens next?" Richie asked. 

"Well since Nikki is in Dom headspace tonight and you are a novice sub, most likely Mistress J will simply 
release him after his debrief," Adrian explained. "Then he will be free to spend as much time with you as you 
need, whilst | clean the playroom. What happens to you after that, if anything does, will be entirely your 


choice." 


Richie nodded as he took the information in and slowly processed it. Suddenly he looked up at Adrian as a 
thought suddenly struck him. 


"Wait, you have to clean the playroom?" he asked. 


"Yeah, that's a submissive's job," Adrian said. 
"But that's..our mess..| mean..." 


"Your bodily fluids, your cum, your spunk, your sweat,” Adrian laughed. "I've dealt with much worse. Once you 


are safely back in Nikki's hands that will be my first task" 
“But..but shouldn't we be doing that?" Richie hesitated. 


"Not tonight," Adrian reassured him. "You need time to process what happened here, and Nikki as your Dom 
needs to be there with you as you do that. Tonight the cleanup will be my task. Not that | can really complain," 
Adrian shrugged ruefully. "Nikki cleaned up after my scenes with my Mistress many times while he was living 


here. Payback is fair." 

Richie still looked rather doubtful, so Adrian decided to derail that train of thought. 

"If | do a good job of cleaning my Mistress may deign to reward me," Adrian explained. "But on the other hand 
if | do a poor job | will definitely be soundly punished" Adrian looked directly at Richie and winked as he added 
"Choices, choices." 

For a moment Richie looked horrified before he realised Adrian was only half-serious. 


"You mean you deliberately set out to get punished?" he asked. 


"Oh yeah," Adrian smirked, "My Mistress' punishments may be memorable, but they are never dull and 


afterwards, the pleasure.." 


Whatever else Adrian might have been willing to tell Richie about the joys of submission was interrupted when 
they heard Mistress J and Nikki making their way back to the kitchen As their voices came nearer, Adrian 
spoke quietly but urgently to Richie. 


"Whatever you decide to do after tonight, whether or not you try BDSM again, don't forget what I've told you. 
Always trust your gut, Richie. If something feels wrong, then it probably is wrong." 


Grabbing Richie's hand, Adrian forced him to concentrate on what he had to say one last time. "Remember this 
Richie.No matter who asks you, or advises you to do it, or how much money you are offered, kink clients are 


just not worth the risk When you next see Al.. You fell him no” 


~ Ke 


A Rat Like Me 
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Don't cry because it's over, smile because it happened-Dr Seuss 


The first time he saw the kid was early on a Friday evening. Nikki was leaning on the wall close to an 
intersection waiting to meet his contact. Given the valuable, if illegal, contents of his schoolbag he was keeping 
a bored, but still cautious watch on those around him, especially anything out of the ordinary. This kid 
definitely fell into that category. 


What the tuck does that stupid jock think he's doing? Nikki couldn't help thinking to himself. He shook his head and 
watched the clearly ill at ease kid trying to be inconspicuous as he made his way along the opposite sidewalk 
The object of his derision slouched along uncomfortably, head down, only looking up briefly when approached by 
another person. Unfortunately, all he succeeded in doing by dropping his gaze and ducking out of the way of 


each passerby was to draw any watcher's eye to his unusual movement. 


His manner of dress wasn't exactly conducive to his attempt to remain unnoticed. The well worn but clearly 
expensive branded jeans and trainers stuck out among the mostly cheaper apparel of the local residents. He 
appeared to have come directly from some school sports event and Nikk idly wondered what sport he played. 
Dismissing football he settled on track and field or, given his rather gangly form, possibly basketball 
Whichever, the distinctive black and red colours of his Woodbridge High School varsity jacket might as well 


have been a neon sign flashing the word prey to all around him. 


The kid made his way to the corner of the intersection and stopped, looking this way and that, as if deciding 
which way to turn. For a moment his doe-like eyes met Nikki's bored stare before sliding quickly away. Nikki 
felt a jolt run through him at the brief contact, but dismissed it as unimportant, instead of trying to decide 
which of the local street predators would reach the kid first. He was almost disappointed when Rochelle 
stepped away from her favourite patch and spoke to the jock. She was one of the kinder streetwalkers and 


would no doubt treat him well, or more likely direct him safely out of the area. 


At that point, Nikki's attention was distracted by the arrival of his contact, who was one of Al's enforcers. 
Acknowledging the heavyset man with no more than a glance as he passed, Nikki cautiously followed him into a 
dark alley, where the exchange of illicit goods and cash was swiftly completed. After quickly securing the 
payment inside his clothing Nikki made his way back onto the street. Rochelle was standing in her usual place 


and there was no sign of the lost jock, who he assumed was now running for safety, away from the tough 


streets that Nikki called home. 
ww 


Nikki had been a street kid for almost as long as he could remember. He could occasionally recall vague memories 
of happier times when he lived with both his parents in their small suburban house. If he really concentrated there 
were fuzzy images of a dark-haired man who had played games with him. Unfortunately, these memories ended 
abruptly. 


Nikki was two years old when his father walked out, deserting his family and leaving him and his mother Deanna to 
fend for themselves. They were lucky that there was no outstanding mortgage to be paid, but they had no money 
for food, never mind the upkeep of the house. They survived on charity and handouts until Nikki started school 


With Nikki gone all day, Deanna started searching for a reliable source of income. Unfortunately, this in her mind 
didn't mean finding a steady job.it meant looking for a new man to give her money. Deanna would see Nikki onto 
the school bus and then hit the city, rarely getting home before late evening It wasnt uncommon for Nikki to be 


left sitting on the doorsteps for several hours waiting for her to return 


When she finally did come home, she offen brought her latest conquest, who usually had no idea Nikki existed 
before their arrival. A few, a very few, of the potential boyfriends were kind to the scrawny litte boy, but most 
saw nothing more than a hindrance to their budding relationship. If Nikki was lucky they just ignored him, but more 
offen than not he found himself on the wrong end of a fist or foot and simply thrown out of the way without a 
thought for where or how he would land 


Sometimes Niki wasnt the only one who received this kind of treatment. Many of Deanna's paramours were 
aggressive, simply assuming she would do anything they asked If she tried to deny them, it would go badly for her 
and her frightened screams would echo through the house, searing their way into Nkkis memory. Occasionally Niki 
made the mistake of trying fo go fo her aid, only to find himself being beaten by what appeared fo be giants to 
the small boy, whist his mother vainly fought fo pull them away. 


One or two of Deanna's visitors saw opportunities of a different kind: more than once one of these men tried to 
corner Nikki alone. One had almost succeeded and was in the process of tearing off his clothes and forcing the 
terrified child over a table when they had been interrupted by Deanna's return Far from being angry with her 
lover, she was furious with Nikki and had kicked him, ripped clothes and all, into his room before locking him in for 
the rest of the day. 


The following day she had dragged Nikki out and berated him for driving yet another man in her life away, just lke 
he did his father. From Deanna's point of view, Nikki was nothing more than a weight she had to drag through life 


behind her, and she wasted no opportunity fo ensure that he knew that 


To escape from the unwelcome invaders Nikki started spending long periods out of the house. He found a place to 
hide in the yard and would stay there, despite the colder weather, rather than go inside to face these threats, 


both known and unknown 


Eventually, an elderly neighbour took pity on him and one winter's day she took the frozen young child into her own 
home. For the first time in his miserable life, Nikki found someone who had time for him and he began to build up 
trust and even love. Mrs Carson was a widow who had lost her only son when he was a teenager and she treated 


Nikki as a second son. 


For the next few years Mrs Carson became Nkkis sole confidant, providing the love and support he lacked at 
home and somewhere safe to run when he needed it. She was interested in what he did and she took the time to 
falk to him. Nikki grew to respect her and her opinions. One day she told hm her story and how she had lost her 
son fo an accidental heroin overdose. She begged Niki not to get involved with drugs, but especially not heroin 
Although still too young to really understand, Nikki had given her his solemn word that he would stay away from 


the seductive lure of smack. 


One particularly cold winter, Mrs Carson caught the flu bug that was going around many of the local residents. Nkki 
tried his best to help, making drinks and filling hot water bottles, but she refused to call the doctor, insisting that it 
was just a bad cold A few days later Nikki came back from school to find her house dark and quiet. He made a 
hot drink and took it up to her bedside, where he discovered her cold body lying on the bedroom floor. He called N, 
only to be told by the attending medics that she had suffered a fatal heart attack several hours before. 


With the loss of the single person who showed him love, Nikki found himself feeling more lost and abandoned than 
ever before. It solidified his belief that he was unloveable and that everyone he tried to love would abandon him as 
soon as they realised that 


Once more adrift without guidance, Nikki roamed the streets, befriending the other street kids and finding places to 
sleep at night. If this involved him using his young body as payment, then so be it, anything was worth it to avoid 
the necessity of returning fo the home that he had learned to hate and fear. At least this way he got to choose 


who he fucked or, on very rare occasions, allowed to fuck him. 


Occasionally in the coldest of weather, and only if he was unable to find anywhere else to sleep, Nikki would return 
fo the house where he had been bom He rarely bothered fo use the door, choosing instead fo sneak into his 
bedroom via the window, which had a broken lock Deanna ignored his occasional visits, apparently preferring to 
forget about her wayward son and his needs. h order fo survive, Nkki found himself forced to steal food and 
clothes, before gradually escalating his thieving to taking whatever he wanted whenever he wanted 


Shrewdly Niki still attended school daily, fo avoid issues with truancy officers visiting his home or speaking to 
Deanna, but he paid little attention to lessons doing just enough fo scrape a bare pass through each grade. 


h Junior Hgh, Nikki discovered what would become his primary source of income for the next few years. Whilst 


hiding out behind the bleachers he met a High School senior who was desperately trying fo dispose of his stash of 
drugs before being searched by the cops that his teachers had called. He asked Niki to take the drugs and sell 
them on in return for splitting the profits. Nikki quickly realised how easy this was and he used those first protits 


fo buy a new stash, establishing his first reliable source of income. 


By the time Nikki himself started High School, he was already well known on the streets. He regularly slung drugs of 
all kinds, using the money to buy his next stash and to fund his meagre lifestyle, and he had gained a reputation 
among dealers and suppliers alike for being reliable. He continued his less than legal endeavours throughout his time 


in school 


The summer before he turned sixteen Nikki hooked up with his first steady girlfriend. They met at a party, where 
he had been selling drugs and seemed to hit it off from the start Simone was a cheerleader and Nikki couldnt 
believe that she had chosen him. Over the next several weeks they were together as often as her busy lifestyle 
allowed and Nikki began to think that his luck might have changed.until homecoming 


Nikki plucked up all his courage and asked Simone fo go to the dance with him only for her to laugh in his face and 
rudely inform him she had already agreed to go with the school quarterback. She made it very clear that she had 
only pretended to date him for access to his drug supply and told him that she had been going steady with the 
quarterback for the whole of the time they were supposedly together. 


When Nikki refused fo be simply dumped, Simone took revenge of her own and reported Nkkis illicit drugs trading to 
the school authorities. Within an hour Nikki found himself in the principal's office, where he was given a choice. He 
could either accept an immediate two-month suspension until he could legally drop out or the cops and his mother 
would be called and he would be prosecuted. Unsurprisingly Nikki chose the first option and found himself walking out 
of the school gates for the last time that same day, with his sense of betrayal and abandorment reinforced once 


again. 


Now free of school Nikki took on a couple of part-time jobs, working in various fast food joints, to provide an 
apparently legitimate source of income for anyone who asked Unfortunately, it was while working in one of them 
that Deanna spotted him. She immediately cornered Nikki demanding money to pay back all the money he had 
leached from her. He refused but she wouldnt fake no for an answer. The ensuing heated argument resulted in the 
cops being called and Nkkis first formal dismissal from employment. Nikki evaded the cops, Deanna got no money 
from him, and Nikki's growing reputation as a tough, resourceful street kid was strengthened, 


Soon after, when Nikki met his supplier he was approached and asked if he would consider acting as a courier. They 
were looking for a kid to run drugs fo regular customers in neighbouring areas. On some runs, he would be required 
fo return with payment, though others would be a simple one-way trip. Nikki would be free to choose his method 
of payment, cash or drugs, provided he managed to avoid drawing law enforcement attention to himself. The 
punishment, if he was caught or provided the cops with any leads fo either supplier or customer, were unstated 
but very clear..there would be no second chances. 


With nothing he valued in his life to lose, Nkki readily agreed Over the next week, he was taken fo several pre- 


arranged delivery points and introduced to the contacts he would be meeting No names were exchanged, and never 


would be, but Nikki was advised that he would be under constant surveillance when in any area controlled by 


another street boss. 


Which all led him to his current situation Now known as one of the most reliable couriers in the city, Nkki ran 
drugs to several customers in different locations. He spent time in each delivery area, checking out escape routes 
and potential hiding places whist making sure that he was seen and recognised by the locals, who soon assumed 
that he belonged there. He even made a point of speaking fo the local cops, though only when he didn’t have 
illegitimate goods or money on him. He usually timed his runs to coincide with the school day, as very few people 
paid attention to another student on the streets or questioned what he might be carrying in his school bag. h this 
way, he was able to pass almost unnoticed as he went about his less than legal business. 


Nkkis most frequent delivery run was to a street boss called Al Nkki was never formally introduced, but he soon 
became friendly with the local streetwalkers, who were well aware who ran the area. They all agreed that Al was 
as fair as they came on the streets, but he was warned more than once not to cross him. He was known for 
protecting what he considered his, employing numerous enforcers to ensure this. Once he had cemented his 
reputation for reliability, Nkki found that the same protection was extended to him whenever he was in Als 
territory, whether on Al's business or not 


Aware that he was certainly under surveillance from those very enforcers on this occasion, Nikki settled his 
school bag on his shoulder and took a final cautious look around him. Gathering his jacket closer around his 
shoulders, both to keep out the New Jersey cold and to help hide the cash, Nikki started walking back to his 


supplier with the payment for his latest courier run. 
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A couple of weeks later Nikki was surprised to see the same kid a second time. Nikki was lurking just inside an 
alley beside the local liquor store, close to the intersection where he had first seen the jock. Although not on a 
courier run, Nikki was once again carrying illicit goods and waiting for a regular customer. Far too young to 
legally buy alcohol for himself, Nikki and the liquor store cashier had an agreement. In return for a weekly 
delivery of weed and coke, Nikki received a couple of bottles of Jack.an arrangement that suited them both. 


Nikki noted that this time the kid was more slightly more appropriately dressed. Probably as a result of the 
bright sunshine and warmer weather, gone was the fluorescent red varsity jacket, replaced by a washed-out 


black Beatles T-shirt, though he still wore the same fancy jeans and trainers. 


He made his way steadily along the sidewalk, once again being careful not to meet anyone's gaze, though no 
longer sidestepping anyone who approached him. He still stood out to someone as cautious as Nikki, but most of 


the locals didn't give him a second thought. 


As the kid passed the end of the alleyway he glanced sideways and was obviously shaken to see Nikki standing 
in the deep shadows clearly watching him. His pace faltered for a couple of steps as their eyes met before he 
quickly turned away and hurriedly continued his journey. 


For a second time, their brief interaction startled Nikki. As those doe-like eyes had looked his way, it felt like 
an electric charge had passed from his head through his body and out through his toes and fingertips. 
Curiosity triggered, Nikki ghosted to the other side of the alley, watching the kid's progress to the intersection 


Obviously more at home, the kid made his way straight to Rochelle, who greeted him with a smile and a quick 
hug. They spoke briefly before she pointed to something just out of Nikki's field of view. Unable to resist 
seeing what was so important, Nikki stepped out onto the sidewalk, crouching down and unnecessarily retying 


his laces. 


The kid crossed the intersection and made his way towards Adam, one of Al's young streetwalkers. Once again, 


after a short conversation, the kid moved on, only now he had a male companion 


With the puzzle solved to his satisfaction, Nikki slipped back into the shadows of the alleyway. Clearly, the kid 
was gay, or at least gay curious, but he had enough sense not to test the waters in his own local area. The 
streets were no easy place to exist, but they kept their secrets, and as long as he stayed within Al's territory 
he should come to no harm. 


Still not sure why he cared what happened to the kid, Nikki was almost grateful when he was distracted by the 
opening of the rear door of the liquor shop. Stepping forward to meet his customer he put all thoughts of the 
brown-eyed kid out of his mind. 
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The third time Nikki saw the kid he barely recognised him. Admittedly it had been several weeks, but it was 


still disconcerting how differences in outward appearances could apparently change so much so quickly. 


It was late on a Saturday evening and Nikki was leaning against the wall drinking a can of soda whilst waiting for 
his latest housemate to arrive. With nothing better to do, he studied the kid as he passed on the opposite side 
of the road. 


Gone were the battered old trainers, replaced with black leather boots paired with worn black jeans, which 
emphasised his long and muscular legs. Where he had previously worn a washed-out T-shirt he now sported a 
black mesh shirt, which left little to the imagination. A short black leather jacket finished the rather too 
obvious choice of outfit. Nikki almost rolled his eyes at how hard the clearly naive teenager was trying to look 


the part. 


No longer reminiscent of a timid deer he strolled down the sidewalk apparently oozing with newfound confidence. 
Although not initiating eye contact he didn't shy away from it and he even shared an occasional smile and nod, 
especially with a couple of pretty girls. 


Possibly sensing Nikki's gaze he swung his head and once again the brown eyes met Nikki's green. Obviously 
startled, the kid almost lost his step, before deliberately inclining his head, giving Nikki a seductive smile in 


acknowledgement and continuing on his way. 


As Nikki watched, he spoke to Rochelle and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, then after a cautious look 
around he slipped down the alley behind The Summit. Although not exclusively a gay bar it was a well-known 
meeting place within the community. Nikki himself had picked up a few dates there, slipping in the back door to 
avoid being carded at the entrance. It would appear that the kid had discovered that trick for himself. 


Less than ten minutes later the kid emerged through the main door, but not alone. He was accompanied by a 
swarthy Cuban man with glorious dark hair, who Nikki had seen a few times around the area. The kid led his 
companion in the direction he had arrived from, clearly intent on spending their evening together. As he passed 
opposite Nikki, those doe eyes once again swung around and Nikki felt a rush of arousal before the kid turned 
away. 


What the hell? Nikki thought to himself, uncertain as to what had happened between them. What was it about 
the kid that kept attracting his attention and how could he have changed so much in just a few weeks? Then 


again Nikki mused, those same weeks had wrought a major change in his own life. 
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Nikki always knew that his occasional visits home would eventually lead to a disastrous confrontation. The warning 


sins were there, but even he didnt anticipate quite how badly or how quickly the situation would deteriorate. 


One particularly bitter night Nikki had received no offers of a place to sleep and, rather than hiding in an abandoned 
building, he decided to risk sneaking into his childhood room. He climbed up to his bedroom window only to find it 
closed and the perpetually broken catch repaired. Cold and tired, he made the mistake of ignoring his niggling 


concern as to why. 


The house was quiet and in darkness and Nikki assumed that Deanna and whatever male company she might be 
entertaining were safely asleep. He crept quietly in through the front door, silently closing it behind him, but he'd 
barely taken three steps towards the stairs when Deanna stepped out of the darkened living room. 


Their ensuing conversation was brief but unpleasant. Somehow Deanna had discovered that he was dealing drugs. 


‘I know you've got the money now, Nikki" Deanna snarled, standing so close to Nikki, he could feel the warmth of 
her breath and the stench of the alcohol bumed at his nostrils. "I want it and | want it now. You OWE me, you 
brat!" 


‘Lowe you nothing, Mother," he sneered, loading the word with as much venom he could muster. "Youre just a 
strung-out drunk who opens her legs for the first male that will pay you some attention" 


The slap on his cheek whipped his head around on his neck. He was seeing stars but he stubbornly refused to give 
her the satistaction of showing how much it affected him. He looked her up and down, distaste clearly written on 
his face. Turning his back deliberately, he took the stairs, two at a time, to his room and slammed the door, shaking 


the house to its foundations. 


Unfortunately, that was exactly what Deanna had planned. Her latest suitor was waiting in his room and taken by 
surprise by the much larger armed man, Nikki stood no chance. Before he realised he wasnt alone, he was stunned 
by a blow to the back of his head and, despite his attempts to fight back, he was severely beaten by his unknown 


assailant. 


Once Nkki lay barely conscious and unmoving on the scrutfy carpet, the man calmly looted him, emptying his 
pockets before unlocking the door. Far from being concerned by the violent assault, Deanna glared at Nikki and took 
the opportunity to add a couple of kicks of her own fo his bruised body, before they disappeared leaving him where 
he'd fallen 


Somehow Nikki managed to crawl downstairs, out of the house and into the relative safety of his childhood hiding 
place. Unable to drag himself any further he fell info a fitful sleep, eventually waking cold and in pain as Deanna 
and her partner left the next day. Secure in the knowledge that they were both gone, Nkki made the most of the 


opportunity, 


With his house keys missing, Nikki simply threw a rock through the glass in the front door and broke in. Moving as 
quickly as his brutalised body would allow, he grabbed a battered holdall from his closet and stuffed it with his 
spare clothes and a few personal items. Less than ten minutes later, Nikki walked out of his childhood home for the 
last time, leaving the door wide open and, with a final vindictive kick, spreading broken glass all over the carpet. 


Later that afternoon, Niki forced his aching body to complete another courier run Hs supplier had not been 
pleased when he saw the state Nkki was in but retrained from making any comment as he set off fo meet Al's 
contact Run complete and his payment safely stashed in his pocket, Nikki was sitting on his holdall propped against 
a wall He felt uncomfortably hot but his skin was cold and clammy. He was wondering where to go next when one 
of Al's off duty enforcers stopped fo speak to him. 


‘Hey Nk; are you okay?" he asked, clearly concerned by Nikki's appearance. 


"Yeah, sure, Adrian," Nikki nodded, recognising one of the friendlier and less intimidating of Als employees. ‘lm just 
deciding where | want fo eat." 


Adrian shook his head in disbelief and, as Nikki stood up and turned fo leave, he grabbed his arm. Nikki couldn't help 
the gasp of pain and he staggered slightly before trying to tug his arm away. Adrian caught a glimpse of Nkkis 
blood-stained shirt, which he had been hiding beneath his leather jacket. 


"Fuck Nikki, you're not okay, are your" Adrian commented, not tightening his obviously uncomfortable grip, but not 
making any move to let go either. "What happened? Trouble on the run? Who dd this?" 


'No..trouble with my bitch-queen mother's latest fuck toy," Nkki admitted softly, embarrassment bringing a slight 
flush to his otherwise distinctly washed out skin colour. "Beat me up and robbed me in my own fucking bedroom." 


‘Ah fuck! Whatre you gonna do?" Adrian asked, keeping his voice calm, despite his blazing anger towards the unseen 


attacker. Nikki might be a drug courier but, like most of Al's enforcers, Adrian had a soft spot for the street kid 
they had watched grow up for the most part alone on the tough streets. Given the level of neglect he had 
suffered, Al thought that Nikki deserved a break sometime soon 

"Well," Nikki shrugged, 'I ain't fucking going back there." 

‘So where are you going?" Adrian prompted 


‘No fucking idea.." Nikki sighed. "! guess HI find somewhere..maybe..." 


Adrian watched as Nikki trailed off, well aware that Nikki had nowhere to go and that in his current state his usual 


options for finding a roommate for the night were rather limited 


"Okay, Nikki. gotta suggestion.." the enforcer said, choosing his words carefully. "I know somewhere you can hole up 
tonight, maybe get checked over too." 


"l dunno..." Nikki hedged, not wanting to get his hopes up. '! dont wanna end up in one of Als flophouses, working the 
streets for him." 


‘Al has nothing to do with this, | promise," Adrian reassured the clearly unsure kid. "Look.come with me. Hl take you 


somewhere safe, and you can always leave once you've been checked out" 

With no better options likely fo offer themselves and reaching the end of his endurance Nikki shrugged his 
agreement. Without further conversation, Adrian picked up Nikki's carry-all and led him through the dirty streets to 
a nondescript door, where he gave a coded knock 

The door opened a crack, obviously on the chain, and Nikki heard a woman's voice trom behind it 


"What are you doing here tonight, my pet? Business or pleasure?" the disembodied voice purred 


‘Business, Mistress," Adrian replied crisply, as the door closed slightly and the sounds of the chain being released 
could be heard "Juliana! Mistress, please! | have someone who needs your help." 


The door opened to reveal a diminutive, middle-aged woman, with brunette hair and threads of mahogany highlights 
Adrian stepped sideways and gently pushed Nikki ahead of him 


"This is Nkk;" Adrian said, as she studied the hunched up teenager. "He could really use your healing touch" 
"Nkki.” Juliana spoke gently as if dealing with a frightened animal. "Look at me child" 


"Im not a child." Nikki mumbled 


‘No, youre not," Julana smiled in agreement, before using one gentle finger to Ift Nikki's chin "But you are hurt and 


| can help you." 


"Why would you do that?" Nikki looked up and met her concerned gaze. "I can't afford to pay. The fuckers took 
everything | only have what cash | made today." 


‘Don't worry about if," Jullana said, holding out her hand to Nikki "Come on in and let me have a look at you." Nikki 
took the offered hand, but he stumbled over the small doorstep and would have fallen if not for Adrian quickly 
steadying him. Dropping Nikki's carry-all just inside the door the enforcer swung the younger man up into his arms, 
causing him to cry aloud at the white-hot agony from his damaged ribs. 


"We'll put him in number two," Nikki vaguely heard Juliana say, but he hurt too much to wonder about the 
significance of the number. Adrian carried Nikki up a flight of stairs and through two doors that Juliana held open 
ahead of them. Despite the care with which Adrian sat him down on a small but comfortable bed in an otherwise 
bare room, another bolt of pain shot through Nikki and he gritted his teeth against the scream which threatened to 


escape. 


‘Grab the first aid kit, then get back in here and help me," Juliana instructed, as she followed them into the small 
room carrying Nikki's holdall. She knelt down fo untie Nikkis boots and remove them 


‘Okay, Nkk; we have to get your jacket off and Im sure you dont want us to cut it," Mikki nodded his agreement. 
"Well both help..but this is gonna hurt." Despite the four gentle hands assisting, as soon as Nikki moved his arms 
back to slide off the jacket the pain spiked again. Hs vision whited out and then faded to black as Nkki finally 


slipped into blissful unawareness. 


For the next couple of days, Nkki drifted in and out of feverish consciousness. An infection, no doubt caught as he 
lay wounded in the garden, set in and it took time for antibiotics to do their job. Looking back later, Nikki would 
remember either Juliana or Adrian being there whenever he woke whilst he fought his way back to health 


Adrian assured Nikki that Al and his supplier knew why their courier was absent and that his only reliable source of 
income would be waiting for him as soon as he was fit enough It probably helped his cause that while he was 


recovering one of the replacement couriers got picked up by the police authorities and a large shipment was lost. 
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To stave off boredom as his body healed, Juliana chatted to Nikki He learnt that she had trained and worked as a 
critical care nurse in a large hospital, before choosing to work day shifts at the local homeless shelter. Although she 
clearly eryoyed helping those in real need, Nikki found himself wondering how she could afford to maintain her 
lifestyle. 


All was revealed a few days later when Juliana announced that she had an appointment with a client that night. 
Nikki would be free to stay upstairs in his small room or go downstairs to the living room but he was not to be 
seen or fo open the door at the end of the upstairs hallway. 


Nikki caught his first glimpse of Juliana's remarkable alter ego as he snuck out to go downstairs. Unable to restrain 


his curiosity, he silently opened the usually locked door and took a peek into the hidden room. He was transfixed; 


rooted to the spot. 


Nikki only saw the back of her at first, the unmistakable brunette hair that was threaded with mahogany light hung 
in soft waves down her back Her slightly rounded bottom was framed in the tiniest of thongs and a black garter 
that held up lacy topped sheer stockings which, when Nikki followed the fine line down the back of her legs, 
disappeared into knee-high stiletto black leather boots 


As she stalked her clent, who was lying supine on the floor, naked, with his arms out in a cross-like position, Nkki 
saw the full vision of his benefactor. Juliana's generous curves were covered in the softest of polished leather 
corsets, trimmed with lace, chains and D rings. Her creamy bosom was close fo spilling out over the top, the dusky 


rose of her nipples clearly visible. The thong she was wearing over her hps just covered her womanhood in a veil 


of sheer black lace. 


Nikki huffed out a surprised breath at the erotic sight. Hs heartbeat raced, redirecting his entire blood supply 
straight to his dick Juliana must have heard him, as her head whipped around toward the door. Nikki bolted down 
the stairs as quietly as possible, hearing the unmistakable snick of the lock from the door somewhere above his 
head He calmed his breathing as quickly as he could as he scurried to the kitchen in an attempt to appear to be 
going about his own business instead of spying through a cracked door like a peeping Tom 


To his relief Juliana did not immediately come after him. 


For the next couple of days Nikki waited on tenterhooks, expecting Juliana fo confront him about his blatant 
defiance of her instructions, but aside from a few intense looks, clearly studying him, nothing happened Nikki was 
left to his own devices to think about what he had seen and what it could mean. 


A few days later, curiosity piqued beyond ignoring, Nikki plucked up his courage and asked about what he had 
witnessed. Far from chastising him, Juliana sat down with him and patiently explained BDSM and the world of 
Dominants, submissives and switches. By the end of the conversation, all those little things that had been puzzling 


him made sense. 


Mistress J was one of the premier dominatnices n New Jersey and her predominantly male slaves had to pay high 


prices to receive her undivided attention 


Juliana's main source of income was received in payment for her services as Mistress J, the numbered room that 
Nikki was currently occupying was a slave cell and the door at the end of the hall led to her playroom. As for 
Adrian, he was one of her male clients, in fact, her most senior submissive. Still unable to grasp how pain could be 


pleasurable, Nikki asked if she would show him. 


Juliana made the decision to take Nikki under her wing and they came to an agreement. Nikki would live in her home 
rent-free, in return for completing whatever tasks she required, allowing him fo save his courier money towards 
his own apartment. h addition, whilst he was there she would teach him the basics of BDSM, beginning as a junior 
submissive. Adrian also offered to assist Nikki and he began training him in self-defence so that Nikki would never 
again be an easy target. 


The following night Mistress J and Adrian allowed Nkki to watch one of their scenes, to show him that pain could 
be pleasurable. He was amazed by Adrian's reactions and obvious enjoyment. Eager fo try for himself once his body 
healed, Nikki was gradually introduced to the joys of submission. He learnt quickly, but Mistress J saw a greater 
potential there and she suggested seeing if perhaps Domination would suit Nikki foo. 


That suggestion had been earlier this week and now, tonight, under Mistress u's patient tutelage, Nikki would 
take his first tentative steps as a Dom. To both their amusement, Adrian had happily volunteered his services 
as Nikki's guinea pig sub. Seeing Juliana walking down the street towards him, Nikki gave her a slightly nervous 
smile, tossed the now empty soda can in the trash and mentally started preparing himself for his debut on the 


other end of the whip. 
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Nikki didn't see the kid again for a couple of months and he assumed that he had either moved on to a 
different hunting ground or maybe found a regular partner. Therefore it came as something of a shock when 
Nikki left the diner one evening to see him leaning in a somewhat provocative pose against the wall in one of 


Al's novice patches. 


For a moment Nikki wondered if he was simply passing and had loitered there by mistake, but then he noticed 
Rochelle keeping a watchful eye on him. Nikki knew that she would have warned him off if his location was 
unintentional. No.the kid was clearly working the streets. 


Nikki watched a man approach him, eyeing him up as the kid flashed a rather weak sultry look. Nikki smiled at 
his naivety, obviously he had yet to learn the niceties of seducing possible clients. The guy gave him a final 
look over, lingering over his groin, but moved on towards another of Al's kids. Sighing, the kid readjusted 
himself and resumed his pose while Nikki took the opportunity to study him more closely. 


He still wore faded jeans, but now they were cut extremely tight, leaving the observer in no doubt that he 
wore no underwear under the threadbare denim. His carefully chosen stance allowed him to show his 
impressive dick to its full advantage as it lay down beside his left thigh. The snug button-down shirt was 
deliberately left open apart from two buttons at the bottom and a crucifix caught the streetlight, glinting 


against his bare, almost hairless chest. 


The kid had fluffed up his long brunette hair, as was the current fashion trend among teenagers, and had no 
doubt applied a generous dose of hairspray to keep it there. A thin line of kohl emphasised his doe-like eyes 
making them appear even darker, whilst his already alluring lips were shining with what Nikki assumed was lip 


gloss. 


Nikki found himself staring at the kid and wondering what had happened in his life that he had fallen from a 
varsity student to a streetwalker. As if sensing Nikki's observation, the kid turned his head and his dark eyes 
once again met Nikki's green For a moment the world seemed to freeze, neither of them felt able to break the 


contact, until Nikki managed to pull himself together and look away. As if released from a spell the kid visibly 


shook himself and went back to his lazy scan of the sidewalk. 


Nikki was just contemplating going over to talk to him when he saw another man approaching, clearly checking 
out what was on offer. As before the kid put on his best seduction and this time, after an obvious grope of 
the merchandise, he was led away by the john. 


With the kid gone, Nikki thought about what he had seen. If he was working this street then he must be one of 
Al's stable of kids and it was likely that Rochelle would know more about him. Rochelle was currently nowhere 
to be seen and had presumably found her own customer, but Nikki knew she was likely to be back soon He 
figured he would get his own tasks done then swing back past and see if he could speak to her. 


Nikki turned and made his way down the street in search of a set of replacement bolt cutters. Mistress J was 
a stickler for safety and always ensured that all equipment was tested and replaced as soon as it started to 
wear out. Nikki had pointed out that the blade was showing signs of damage and had been given the job 


replacing it. 


Whilst he had been living in her house, Nikki and Juliana had settled into an equitable division of labour, in lieu of rent 
payment. During the day Juliana worked at the shelter and Nikki was responsible for obtaining whatever items she 
might need, completing those tasks around the regularly paid courier runs he made. He carried out necessary 
housework and was responsible for cleaning the playroom, wetroom and all equipment after a scene. When he had 
first moved in he had been sadly lacking in those most basic of skills and Nikki couldn't help rubbing his ass in 


remembrance of his Mistress’ displeasure when he failed to complete his work to her satisfaction. 


Most evenings Mikki would assist Mistress J in whatever scene she had planned. He'd started out as a junior sub, 
simply kneeling quietly until required to fetch or carry whatever his Mistress required, but under her careful 


instruction, he was gaining experience and something of a reputation as a junior Dom. 


Nikki had been surprised when several of her male slaves had started requesting his presence. When he asked why, 
Mistress J laughingly explained that they were probably most interested in the one ‘anatomical asset that she 
couldn't provide, but he could Whatever the reason, Nkki was now receiving occasional payments from some of the 


regular subs. 


İt all added up to a rapidly increasing fund towards Nikki getting his own apartment. Within the next couple of 
months, he hoped to have saved enough and Adrian had already offered fo use his and Al's connections to help him 
find somewhere suitable. It didnt need to be much, but for the first time in his life, Nikki was within sight of having 


his own roof over his head 


With his purchases complete, Nikki made his way back down the sidewalk, hoping that none of the local cops 
would stop him. Although on this occasion he had ro illegal goods on him, explaining why he had a set of bolt 
cutters might prove difficult, especially since there was no way he would be able to tell the whole truth. 


As Nikki approached the diner neither the kid nor Rochelle was around, but it wasn't long before he saw her 
making her way along the opposite sidewalk. Crossing the street he nodded a greeting and she stopped to speak 


to him. 


"Hey, Nikki! How's it going? | don't suppose you would be interested in my services this evening?" she asked 
with a smile. 


"Sorry Rochelle,” Nikki grinned back. "I'm still saving to get my own place and you know my Mistress would not 
be pleased if | was late." 


"Yeah, yeah," Rochelle laughed. "Always the same excuse." 

"That's cos it's true," Nikki smiled. "Anyway, | wanted to ask you something.’ 

"Come on then, | need to get back,” Rochelle started walking, "but you can walk with me." 
Nikki quickly fell into step with his friend, who looked at him expectantly. 


"Who's the newbie?" Nikki asked. "I've seen him around here a few times, but I've never seen him working 


before." 


"That doesn't surprise me, he's only been working for a few days," Rochelle said. "Al won't let his new kids out 
on the streets until he's sure that they're clean and can get the job done." 


"So he's gonna be around for a while?" Nikki asked. 

"Yeah, | guess so," Rochelle shrugged. "He's living in Al's flophouse. He told me that he has nowhere else to go." 
"So, what's his name?" Nikki prodded, trying not to seem too eager. 

Rochelle stopped walking and turned to study Nikki's face carefully. Feeling rather uncomfortable under the 
close scrutiny he could only meet her eyes briefly before looking away. Rochelle nodded to herself as if 


satisfied with what she saw, then carried on walking. 


"He's had a tough enough time, Nikki," she cautioned. "I don't want you leading him into any trouble, or getting 
him thrown back out on the streets again" 


"| wouldn't..." 
"| mean it, Nikki! You keep him well clear of those drugs you run! You know Al demands his kids stay clean" 
Rochelle stopped as she reached her usual patch and caught Nikki's arm. "Do you hear me Nikki?" she 


demanded. 


"Y..yeah..okay, okay,” Nikki stammered, taken aback at the venom in the usually pleasant voice. 


"Good," Rochelle nodded as she took up her working stance. "His name is Richie, by the way, and your best 


chance of catching him off work will be when he goes to eat at the diner." 
"Richie," Nikki murmured, filing the name into his memory. "Thanks, Rochelle.” 


"Go on Nikki, get going. You hanging around here is discouraging my customers and you don't want that 
Mistress of yours taking your tardiness out of your hide." Rochelle gave Nikki a not so gentle push softened 
by her wide smile. 


Nikki couldn't help laughing as he smiled his thanks and hurriedly made his way back to Juliana's house. 
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Two days later Nikki strolled into the diner having successfully completed another drug run under his usual 
guise of a high schooler returning home. Now the book bag he carried was empty of its illicit cargo and Nikki 
had time to kill before he was expected back at the house. He ordered a coffee and headed for a table by the 


window. 


Nikki had discovered the diner shortly after moving into Juliana's home and he often came in to eat during the 
day, whilst she was working at the shelter. Most of the local street kids used it as their main source of hot 
food and one of the waitresses, Rosie, had taken it upon herself to act as a surrogate mother to many of the 
younger ones. When Nikki had started eating there she had taken him under her wing too, though she had also 
made it very clear that she didn't approve of the way in which he chose to make his living. 


Nikki was seated in his favourite booth nursing his cooling coffee when he saw the kid enter the diner. No, not 
the kid, not anymore, he reminded himself. Richie! Rosie walked over to speak to Richie and then led him away to 
a table towards the back of the diner. 


Nikki waited for a couple of minutes, until she took a loaded plate to that table, before gulping down the last of 
his coffee. Throwing a couple of notes on the table, Nikki stood up and made his way to the men's bathroom. 
After completing his necessary business Nikki returned to the main diner. Confirming his suspicion that Richie 


was alone, Nikki sauntered over to the table where he sat. 

"Do you mind if | join you?" he asked the clearly startled teenager. 

"Okay, | guess," Richie answered somewhat hesitantly. 

"The name's Nikki." Nikki held out his hand, which was briefly clasped and released, though Nikki noted he was 
not given a name in return. He slid onto the seat opposite Richie, aware that he was being carefully studied as 


he did so. 


‘I've seen you on the streets. Are you following me?" Richie asked, uncertainly, though he was rapidly sizing up 


the interloper. 


"Kinda..", Nikki replied smiling. "Thought maybe we could go get a drink." 


The longer Nikki spoke the more Richie visibly relaxed, tilting his head to one side, giving a shy smile of his own 
and waiting for Nikki to continue. 


"Or how about a burger if you're not legal?" Nikki offered. 


"I can be legal if you want me to, babe," Richie purred, dipping his head and looking up through his hair with 
what he thought was a seductive pout. 


Nikki had to struggle a little not to laugh. Clearly, Richie still needed practice using those newly acquired moves. 
"IFs okay kid," Nikki grinned. "I'm not one of your clients. | was kinda hoping you might like to be friends." 

"Okay," Richie shrugged, returning his attention to his mostly eaten meal. 

"So.when did you start working, varsity boy?" Nikki asked. 


"Since the parents caught me with a guy one night" Richie picked up a fry, idly playing with it, though he made 


no attempt to eat it. "Dad, smacked me one in the jaw, knocked me on my ass and kicked me outta home." 
"Fuck, that sucks, kid," Nikki sympathised. 


"Yeah. Well. had nowhere else to go," Richie continued, still fiddling with the rapidly cooling fry. "I knew | needed 
help and that | could get it here. Al may be a bastard at times, but at least | have a roof over my head and 


somewhere sate to sleep." 
"Hmmm. guess so," Nikki replied, "though l'm not sure I'd wanna do what you do." 


"Is not so bad," Richie shrugged dejectedly. "I like both men and women. Before if | wanted male company | 
usually had to pay to find a good fuck, now I'm the one getting paid. The only real downer is that Al can order 
me to fuck someone who by choice I'd prefer to avoid" Richie dumped the now cold fry back on his plate and 
pushed it away. 


"Hey kid, if you're done with that," Nikki indicated Richie's plate, "and you have time, we could go somewhere 
and talk." 


"Yeah..Why not?" Richie agreed, in a brighter tone. "But who are you calling kid? You don't look that much older 


than | am." 


"Well, you never gave me your name, did you," Nikki pointed out. "So if not kid, what do you want me to call 


you?" 


"l'm Richie," he smiled and held out his hand. 
"Hello Richie," Nikki replied as he took the proffered hand. "l'm Nikki." 


"So you said earlier," Richie grinned. "Hello, Nikki. Nice to make your acquaintance too. Now, what do you say we 


get outta here?" 
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Over the next few weeks, Nikki and Richie spent time together whenever their schedules allowed. This usually 


meant meeting at the diner in the late afternoon 


Nikki would make his courier runs, blending in with the numerous high schoolers before going to the diner for 
either a late lunch or early dinner. Meanwhile, Richie would sleep until mid-afternoon before heading to the 
diner for breakfast. It became so common to see them together that Rosie would simply tell them on arrival if 


the other was already there. 

If Nikki was first to arrive, he always requested a table at the front of the diner where he could see the 
street outside clearly. Ever the vigilant one, this allowed him to maintain his awareness of the local police and 
his potential clients. On the other hand, if Richie was first, he preferred a table at the back of the diner, 
deliberately avoiding contact with any of his potential clients when he was off duty. 

From their initial introductions and acquaintance, their friendship bloomed and grew stronger. Without either of 
them realising light conversation and casual touches drifted into flirting and what was unmistakably deliberate 
seduction. 

One afternoon Nikki decided to take things a step further. 

"What time do you start work tomorrow?" he asked as Richie was finishing his last fry. 

"Ten," he mumbled around the mouthful, swallowing quickly and slurping on his soda. "Why?" 

"Do you wanna go to a gig with me?" Nikkis asked, uncertainly. "There's a local band playing support. They'll be 
on early, starting about seven-thirty. We could watch that and still have you back in time to meet Al." Nikki 
stared at the table and fiddled with his napkin, waiting for Richie's reply. 

"Is this.Are you asking me out on a date?" Richie confirmed. 


"Well, yeah. Kinda. mean." 


"Yes," Richie interrupted with a grin. 


"Really?" Nikki looked up at Richie, seeing nothing but happiness in his expression. 
"Yeah..really," Richie confirmed, reaching across the table and taking Nikki's hand. 
"Wow! Okay!" Nikki squeezed Richie's hand. "It's a date." 
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Nikki lit a cigarette as he waited around the corner of Al's dormitory, not wanting to be seen by his watchmen 
He was waiting for Richie to appear for their date. Nikki had borrowed a car so they could get to Asbury Park 
easily then return Richie in time for his nightly check-in with Al. 


He'd become enamoured with the brunette quickly; there was just something about him that drew him in. He 
couldn't tell if it was his naivete or his openness but it was alluring just the same. Plus, he couldn't deny that 
he was hoping to get a taste of that sweet little body soon. Hopefully, tonight, if things turned out the way he 
planned. Nikki shifted uncomfortably in the driver's seat as his dick started to jump for joy in anticipation of 


that scenario. 


He checked his watch and flicked his spent cigarette out of the window just as Richie turned the corner. He 
was punctual, Nikki gave him that much. Nikki's dick leapt again as his eyes travelled down the boy's body as 
he walked toward the car. Black boots instead of sneakers this time, prerequisite jeans that clung to his long 
legs in all the right ways and a black Jimi Hendrix T-shirt. His neck was adorned in cheap but tasteful chains 


and a couple of earrings dangled from his ears. 


Richie smiled when he saw Nikki and jogged the last couple of yards to the car, almost throwing himself into 
the seat after opening the door. 


"Hey..." Richie surprised Nikki with a hearty kiss in greeting and his hand slid into Nikki's hair, keeping him close. 
It left them both breathing hard when they separated finally. 


Nikki's dick may have been doing the Mexican wave in appreciation at this stage. The kiss was everything he 
was hoping it would have been Electricity sparked between them before Nikki pulled Richie forward by the 


shirt for another addictive kiss. 


Richie eventually pushed Nikki back with a grin. "I like those..| want more of your kisses later, Nik," he said, "but 


we're gonna be late if we don't get going.” 


Nikki swallowed heavily and breathed a soft, "Fuck!" as he wrestled with his body, willing it to slow down a little. 
The way it was behaving at the moment, it was like his first time all over again. He heard Richie softly chuckle 
as he settled back into the seat and clipped his seatbelt into place. Nikki couldn't help but let the smile slide 
across his face too, as he put the car into gear and pulled out into the light traffic. 


Nikki slipped his hand between Richie's thighs as he drove them toward the destination. They teased and flirted 


as they chatted. Richie was grateful to have someone other than his housemates, who were usually too busy, 


tired or recovering from overuse the night before to talk to in the relaxed way he was with Nikki 


Nikki pulled the car into the closest free space to the venue and killed the engine. Jumping out of the car, 
letting the door slam behind him, he made it around to the passenger side just as Richie was closing his door. 
Nikki gripped Richie's arm and spun him so that his back was against the car before closing in on his lips for a 
deep kiss, pressing him hard up against the car. 


Their lips parted slowly, leaving them both breathless momentarily, as Nikki rested his forehead against 
Richie's. 


"What took you so long?" Richie asked, sliding his hands up Nikki's sides beneath his jacket. 


Nikki huffed out a breath and said, "It took all my concentration to stay on the road and not pull over 
somewhere. Do you realise how warm your thighs are?" He trailed his fingers over the junction of the said 
thighs only to have them caught between them when Richie snapped his legs closed. 


"Is that right?" Richie murmured hotly. 


Nikki growled in frustration, wanting to take him right there but instead he wiggled his fingers free and said, 


"C'mon..or we'll miss the band" 


He took Richie's hand, lacing their fingers together and walked the short distance to the ticket office. Nikki was 
flush with cash this week so he bought two tickets after a short discussion over the purchase. They pushed 
through the front doors and into the dark, noisy club. 


After buying them both drinks, Nikki led the way through the crowd getting as close to the stage as possible. 
He looked at Richie as the band launched into the first song. His heart skipped a little when he saw the pure 


joy on the younger man's face. 


The band was good and the crowd moved as one as they sang along and danced, of sorts, to the songs. Nikki 
shifted in behind Richie as they got jostled from side to side, and he wrapped his arm around Richie's waist, 
pulling him up close. 


Under the cover of the dark club and the press of bodies around them, Nikki skimmed his hand lower and 
rested it on Richie's lower belly, rocking his hips against Richie's ass. He could feel the subtle shifting of flesh 
beneath the denim as Richie matched Nikki's movement with his own. 


Richie turned his head toward Nikki and, with a dirty smirk and hooded eyes, took an awkward sideways kiss, 
oblivious to the crowd around them. Nikki let his empty plastic cup fall to the ground so that he could hold 
Richie closer. He slid his hand beneath Richie's jacket and found his nipple through his shirt, teasing it to a 
tight little nub and feeling, rather than hearing Richie groan in response. 


Nikki broke the kiss first, leaving Richie dazed and a little confused. He put his mouth close to Richie's ear and, 
letting his hot breath ghost over it first, said, "Watch the band, baby. | want you to enjoy the music." He was 


curious as to how far he could get away with what he wanted to do. 


He made sure Richie was engrossed in the music again before carefully lowering the zipper on the younger 
man's jeans to slide his hand inside. Richie stiffened in his arms slightly when he felt Nikki's fingers graze over 


the rapidly filling shaft and start to gently stroke him. 


Nikki checked around and was satisfied that no one was paying attention to them. Richie laid one hand over the 
one at his chest, encouraging Nikki to continue with the teasing of his nipple as the other reached back to grab 
at his ass. 


Nikki gripped Richie's cock a little tighter and increased the tempo of his strokes and was soon rewarded with 
Richie convulsing in his arms, emptying himself into Nikki's hand. Nikki quickly brought his sticky hand up to lick 
clean, only to be stopped by Richie. 


It was Nikki's turn to groan as Richie licked and slurped on his own seed until Nikki's hand was clean. Richie 
turned in his arms and took Nikki's mouth, sharing his bounty tongue-to-tongue as the crowd obliviously 
continued to enjoy themselves around them. 


Oh, Fuck! Nikki thought. This kid is as fuckin’ shameless as | am! 


Richie put himself back together as they kissed and when they finally parted, Richie had the audacity to lick 
his lips, securing every droplet. He leaned in close to Nikki and said, "Meet me in the alley. I'll be there in less 
than five minutes." He kissed Nikki again, blatantly squeezing Nikki through his jeans as he sucked on his bottom 
lip seductively. 


Richie slid from his hands and Nikki stood in the crowd, suddenly feeling alone. His dick was hard and throbbing, 
and when he scrubbed his hand over his face in frustration, Nikki caught Richie's musky scent on his fingers. 
Five minutes or not, Nikki pushed toward the bar and bought a quick shot of whiskey, throwing it back with a 
determined flip of his head, before heading toward the entrance. He pushed the doors open with a violent shove 


causing the bouncer to give him the evil-eye. 


"Hey..did you see my friend just come out? Tall.dark-hair? Said he wasn't feeling well or something," Nikki 
asked, fleshing out the story a litle. 


"Yeah..he went that way," came the reply. The mixed-nationality bouncer hooked a meaty hand around to his 
left to indicate which way Richie had headed. 


"Thanks, man," Nikki said as he trotted off toward the alley. He took a couple of steps into the gloom, his eyes 
taking a while to adjust from the bright lights from inside and the muted music penetrated through the brick 
walls of the club the further he moved toward the back where the stage was located. 


A hand shot out from a blackened doorway and gripped his wrist, hauling him into the inky space. Nikki was 
pushed up against the brickwork and a mouth he recognised by the recent taste, smashed against his. 


Riche, he thought and willingly melted into the kiss as hands fumbled at his buckle and jeans fastenings. Nikki 
pushed his hips up into the questing hands as they finally freed him to the cool air. 


Richie broke from the kiss and dropped to his haunches as his hands stroked and fondled Nikki with lusty 
excitement. "I've been thinking about this for a while now," Richie said, gazing up at Nikki, his eyes as dark as 
obsidian in the shadows. 


"Take it, baby," Nikki returned, sinking his hands into Richie's hair, snagging his fingers on the parts that were 
glued with hairspray, urging him forward. "I wanna feel how hot your mouth is." The groan that was pulled 
from him as Richie's lips finally wrapped around him and his tongue slid along his length, was long and low, 
drawn out for as long as it took for Richie to almost swallow him whole. "Fuck! That's it, baby," Nikki muttered 
as Richie expertly sucked him. "Suck me just like that.oh, that's it!" He held Richie's head still as he worked 
himself down Richie's throat. 


Soft moans from Richie were punctuated with the slurps and suckling noises he was also making as he took 
Nikki swiftly to the edge of his orgasm. With a nudge from Richie's hand, Nikki widened his stance a little 
moments before he felt one of Richie's long fingers explore his taint, working his way up to his rosy entrance. 


Richie pulled off Nikki's cock for as long as it took to spit onto his fingers before resuming his explorations. 


"Jesus..fuck” Nikki muttered as Richie worked a finger inside him. The warm saliva, mixed with his own slippery 
juices, were dripping off his cock and balls and Richie used that to his advantage, quickly stretching Nikki out 


and making his knees wobble dangerously. 


Richie came off his cock with a wet pop and stood quickly. "Turn around, Nikki," he said breathlessly, "and give 
me your ass." He searched his own pockets quickly, pulling out a condom, he freed himself again and rolled the 
latex down his hard shaft. Richie spat on his hand to lube up the covering. "Fuck, | wish | didn't have to wear 
this," he murmured as he guided himself between Nikki's cheeks. 


Nikki felt the blunt head pushing at his entrance and, remembering the size and heft of Richie's dick in his 
hand not less than ten minutes ago, willed himself to relax and allow the girth through. "Fuck!" He wanted to 
yell the curse to the heavens as Richie patiently worked himself in. He breathed through the sting of the 
stretch and gave a small cry of victory when he felt the large head finally pop through the last of the 


resistance. 


Richie gripped Nikki's hips hard, leaving crescent marks in the skin where his nails cut through the first and 
second layers as they both adjusted to each other for the first time. Richie was breathing just as hard as 
Nikki was, and grunted when Nikki gave him a squeeze. 


"Fuck me, Rich," Nikki said, pushing back on him. "I don't break, babughh." His breath was stolen as Richie thrust 
forward with all his might almost sending Nikki into the wall he was bracing against. Nikki chuckled darkly, 


"Yeah, that's more like it" 


Richie drew back, almost completely popping free, only to spit on their joining again, smoothing the way for him 
to slam himself back into Nikki's warmth. "Something like that, Nik?" Richie asked, repeating the process until he 
was satisfied. 


"Yessss..shit] Make me cum, Rich," Nikki whined as Richie built in power and speed, both taking advantage of the 
stamina of youth, taking Nikki closer and closer to his tipping point. 


If they were seen, they took no notice as Richie wrapped himself around Nikki's back, changing the angle and 
ripping a long keening cry from Nikki as the assault now targeted his prostate. Nikki's fingers scrabbled at the 
dirty bricks as Richie pressed him up against the wall, the added friction on Nikki's hard and needy cock only 


quickened his response. 


With a shuddery gasp that soon turned into a groan, Nikki clamped down around Richie, spilling himself over the 
wall that had probably seen many similar trysts. Ironically, the crowd inside erupted in cheers and applause at 
the same time. 


Within moments, Richie was convulsing behind him, gripping Nikki by the shoulders, anchoring himself as his 
own release tore through him even though he'd emptied himself earlier. "Nikki..fuck!" he swore softly into the 


dark hair in front of him. 


If it weren't for the wall, Nikki was sure he would have fallen over. Richie was just the right size to hit every 
single button Nikki owned and then some. He felt Richie's hot breath against the back of his neck, breathing as 


hard as a racehorse, before slipping free after he'd softened. 


Richie rid himself of the condom, tying it off and throwing it in the general direction of the dumpster, grinning 
when he heard the metallic thunk it made when it hit the mark. 


Nikki turned, careful not to brush against the mess he'd left behind on the wall and pulled his pants back up, 
just as Richie was doing. Sliding a hand around the back of Richie's neck, he pulled him in for a wobbly kiss, too 
exhausted to do much more than that. "| hope you're being charged out at a premium rate, baby. That was 
fucking amazing," Nikki said after the kiss came to a soft end. "| should have fucked you, though. So you'd be 
open and prepared for tonight?" 


‘I'll be fine. | have a supply of amyl," Richie grinned, as he finished putting his clothes back in order. "You 
couldn't have anyway, Nik | have to be clean before | head out. One of Al's rules. I'll just get you to stop at a 


gas station before you take me back to meet Al. Some water and a paper towel will take care of my dick" 


Nikki checked his watch at the mention of Al and grimaced, "Then we better get going." He took Richie's hand 
and started walking out of the alley into the brighter lights of the club's facade. "We didn't see much of the 
band," Nikki chuckled. "But | hope you had a good time anyway.’ 


lm glad you asked me out, Nikki," Richie said. "I've been trying to work up the courage to do it myself. You 


intimidated me though. You're so gorgeous!" 


"Have you seen yourself, Rich?" Nikki asked. "You caught my eye from the first time | saw you. Then | got to 


know you and you're as stunning on the inside as you are on the outside.” 
Richie slid him a bashful grin, ducking his head in embarrassment. 


"The fact that you're an amazing fuck is just a bonus," Nikki chuckled and Richie threw his head back and 
laughed. 


They walked past the bouncer who looked them over with a bored glance and said, "Your friend is feeling 
better, | see." 


Nikki winked and said, "Much better. Thanks, man." 

"What was-." 

"Don't ask," Nikki muttered back. "Just keep walking.” 

With a little time to spare, Nikki was pulling up to the curb close to where Richie had to make his check-in 
with Al. He left the car idling but set the brake before turning to Richie. "I wish we had more time," he said, 
tangling his fingers with Richie's. "But I'll see you at the diner as usual." They'd already arranged to meet up 
whenever they could 

Richie leaned over and kissed Nikki again. "I had a great time, Nikki, thank you. The band and the fuck." 

Nikki broke the kiss and sighed. "You should make up with your parents, little one. Go back home. Live that life 
of making music like you wanted to," he said, softly. "I shouldn't be sending you out onto the streets after a 
date." 

"Ah, Nik.you know | can't do that until they accept that they have a son who is bi," Richie said kindly. "l 
appreciate your concern but it is what it is. I'll be fine. And I'll have that music career one day. | can't be doing 
this until l'm 30. be too old" 


Nikki snorted in amusement and they kissed again, healing any hurt the words had caused. 


Richie pulled away and opened the door. "See ya tomorrow, Nikki." He got out of the car, but peered back in 
through the window for their final goodbyes for the evening. 


"Until next time then, Street Rat," Nikki said, making a plan to get Richie a guitar with his next big payday. 
Something electric, perhaps that white Strat he'd seen in the pawn shop window. 


"Who are you calling a rat?" Richie eyed him quizzically, a hesitant smile softened his face. 
"You," Nikki laughed. "No matter what happens, or where we end up..you'll always be my little Street Rat.” 


Richie grinned and almost climbed back in through the window for a final kiss before pushing away from the 
car and into the night. 


**THE END** 


AUTHOR'S NOTES: 


This is the end, beautiful friend 
This is the end, my only friend 
The end of our elaborate plans 
The end of evrything that stands 
The end 


Jm Morrison - The Doors 


| just wanted to say how much I've appreciated your love and support for this whole series of books in the 
AU. | love reading all your comments and if you didn't pick up on it, I've actually used some of your ideas 


scattered through the chapters. 


My biggest and most heartfelt thanks go to Esayel who came on board at the start of New Beginnings and 
became my sounding board, my pokey conscience and my biggest cheerleader. Thank you doesn't seem enough! 


XXX 


Do you realise | started this back midway through 2018? That to me is the most mind-blowing part of this 
whole thing. And it all started with me hearing Someday Hi Be Saturday Nght and in particular, the following 


lines: 


Im only sixteen, | feel a hundred years old 
My foster daddy went, took my innocence away 
The street life ain't much better, but at least Im getting paid 


The original idea was to have Jon join Richie out on the streets but he had other ideas and led me through the 
story of their lives. Think of me as your storytelling medium, if you will. They show me what they want to tell 


and its up to me to put it into words. 


So from two street kids fending for themselves, their world grew and expanded into love and families, both new 


and by blood, careers, houses and ultimately, kids of their own. (Oh, how | miss my cheeky monkeys, Sebastian 


and Li-Lil) 


This book in the series was a moment of Lets give it a go and see how it works. If it doesn’t work, then we 
scrap it and start again," scenario. It worked and Nikki and Tommy definitely deserved their own story! l'm so 
happy you've embraced these two as much as you did with Jon and Richie, and welcomed our new readers to 


our little world. 


Esayel and | will be taking a short break to get our heads back together and catch up on all the reading we've 


missed in the last two years! 

So..even though this is the end of this world, | would like to ask you, my dearest of readers, if | were to 
continue with one-shots or small (I!) chapters, what would YOU like to see written? Would you like to see a 
particular scene expanded or a story told that was only mentioned in passing? Or would you like to see one of 


my other stories continued or expanded? 


The floor is open to you now, dear readers. Leave your suggestions in the comments or drop either of us a 


DM, and we will collate them and hopefully get to them in a decent time frame. 
From us to you.. 
Thank you, our dear friends! 


Julie and Esayel 


